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Quid vetat et noſmet Lyciti ſcripta legentes 
Quaerere, num illius, num rerum dura negarit 
Verſiculos natura magis factos, et euntes 
Mollius ? 5 Ho x. 


vo L. IV. | A 


e — n 8 Ber 


—— 2 14 þ Ai 


* Ne a 


| — ets p : — r reer 
. I VE 22 ode Ip 5 ne, 2 wy 0 ns * ; e N — 3 — W 
2 e U 8 ** "Pp! "XY 0 Ms 4 an r 4 —_ RED 3 9 2 2 bn 0 F 


— A y 1 R E 8 
or 


Dr 182 Donne verfified. 


3: D858 K-10 

d 4 8, thank my ſtars! as early as I knew 
This town, I had the ſenſe to hate it too: 

Yet here, as ev'n in hell, there muſt be (ll 

One giant-vice, ſo excellently ill, 

That all beſide, one pities, not abhors ; 

As who knows Sappho, ſmiles at other whores. 

| I grant that poetry's a erying fin ; | 

It brought (no doubt) th' exciſe and army in: 

Catch'd like the plague, or love, the Lord knows how, 

But that the cure is ſtarving, all allow, 

Vet like the papiſt's is the poet's ſtate, 

Poor and diſarm' d, and hardly worth your hate! 


8¹ R, though (I thank God for it) I do hate 

Perfectly all this town; yet there's one ſtate 

In all ill things, ſo excellently beſt, : 

That hate towards them breeds pity towards the reſt, 

Though poetry indeed be ſuch a ſin, 

As i think, that brings dearth and Spaniards in; 

Though like the peſtilence, and old-faſhion'd _ 

Ridlingly it catch men, and doth remove 

Never, till it be ſtary'd out; yet their ſtate 

Is poor, difarm'd, like papiſts, not worth hate. 
8 
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Here a lean bard, whoſe wit conld never give 
Himſelf a dinner, makes at actor live: 

The thief condemn'd, in law already dead, 

So prompts, and ſa ves a rogue who cannot read. 
Thus as the pipes of ſome cary'd organ move, 
The gilded puppets dance and mount above: 
Heav'd by the th'th* infpiring bellows blow ; 
Th' inſpiring bellows lie and pant below. 

One ſings the fair; but ſongs no longer move; 
No rat is rhym'd to death, nor maid to love: 
In loves, in nature's ſpite, the fiege they hold, 
And ſcorn the fleſh, the dev'l, and all but gold. 

Theſe write to lords, ſome mean reward to get, 
As needy beggars fing at doors for meat; 
Thoſe write becauſe all write, and ſo have ſtill 
1 fer writing, and * W ill. 


one (like 2 wretch, which at barre judg'd as (obs, 
Yet prompts him which ſtands next; and cannot read, 
And faves his life) gives idiot actors means, 
(Starving himſelf) to live by's labour'd ſcenes. 
As in ſome organs, puppets dante above, 
And bellows pant below, which them do: move. — 
One n move Fey by W but witcheralt's 
. charms 2 
mk not now * nao old . 3 
Rams and ſlings now are ſilly nr, 
Piſtolets are the beſt artillery. by. tt 
And they who write to lords, rewards to get, 
Are they not like ſingers at doors for meat? 
And they who write, becauſe all write, have il 
That ſeuſe for writing, and for writing ill, 
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Wretched indeed! but far more vfetehed yet 
Ts he who makes his meal on others wit: 3 
Tis chang'd, no doubt, from u what it was before, 
His rank digeſtion makes it wit no more: | 
Senſe, paſt through him, no longer is the dame; 7 
For food digeſted, takes another name. 4 

I paſs o'er all thoſe, confeſſors and martyrs, 
Who live like S—tt- n, or who die like Chartres, 
Out-cant old Eſdras, or out-drink his. heir, N 
Out- uſure Jews, or Iriſhmen out- ſwear; "WH 
Wicked as Pages, who, in carly years, 
Act ſins which Priſca's confeſlor 1 ſcarce hears. 
Ev'n thoſe | pardon, for whoſe finful ſake, 
Schoolmen new.tencments in hell mult make; : 
Of whoſe ſtrange crimes no. canoniſt can tell 
In what commandment's large contents Py dwell. 
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But he is worſt, who beggarly doth chaw 
Other wits fruits, and in his ravenous maw 
Rankly digeſted, doth thoſe things pur: ſpyc 
As his own things; and they're his on, tis true: 
Eor if one eat my meat, though it be known., 
The meat was mine, the excrement s his o own. 

But theſe do me no harm, nor they which ule, 
wo —=s- +» wag + 4t0.out-uſure Jews, „ 
T' out- qrink the ſea, t' out- ſwear the letanie, 
Who with dns all kinds as familiar be 
As confeſſors, and for whoſe ſinſal ſake 
Schoolmen new tenements in hell muſt make; 
Whoſe ſtrange ſingfcanoniſts could hardly tell 


in which commandment a receit they dwell. 
3 
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One, one man only breeds my juſt offence 
Whom crimes gave wealth, and wealth gave impu- 
dence: | 
Time, that at laſt matures a OY to pox, 
Whoſe gentle progreſs makes a calf an ox, 
And brings all natural events to paſs, 
Hath made him an attorney of an aſs. 
No young divine, new-benefic'd, can be 
More pert, more proud, more poſitive than he. 
What further could I wiſh the fop to do, 
But turn a wit, and ſcribble verſes too ; 
Pierce the ſoft lab'rinth of a lady's car 
With rhymes of this per cent. and that per year ? 
Or court a wife, ſpread out his wily parts, 
Like nets or lime-twigs, for rich widows hearts ; 
Call himſelf barriſter to ev'ry wench, 
And wooe in language of the Pleas and Bench? 
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But theſe puniſh themſelves. The inſolence 
Of Coſcus, only, breeds my juſt offence; 2 
Whom time (which rots all, and makes botches POX, | | 
And, plodding on, muſt make a calf an ox) 3 | 

| Hath made a lawyer; which (alas) of late; 3 

But ſcarce a poet; jollier of this ſtate, 

Than are new-benefic'd miniſters, he throws, 9 

Like nets or lime- twigs, whereſoe er he goes 7 

His title of barriſter on ev'ry wench, | 

And wooes in language of the Pleas and Bench, * ® 
Words, words which would tear = - 

The tender labyrinth of a maid's foft car ; 


VERSIFIED. 61. 


Language which Boreas might to Auſter hold; ES 

More rough than forty Germans when they ſcold. 
Curs'd be the wretch, ſo venal and ſo vain: | 

Paltry and proud, as drabs in Drury-lane, 

*'Tis ſuch a bounty as was never known, 

If PR TER deigns to help you to your own ; 

What thanks, what praiſe, if Peter but ſupplies? 

And what a ſolemn face, if he denies ! 

Grave, as when pris'ners ſhake the head, and ſwear 

*T was only ſuretyſhip that brought em there. 

His office keeps vour parchment fates entire ; 

He ſtarves with cold to fave them from the fire: 

For you he walks the ſtreets through rain or duſt, 

For not in chariots Peter puts his truſt; 

For you he ſweats and labours at the laws, 

Takes God to witneſs he affects your cauſe, 

And lies to ev'ry lord in ev'ry thing, 

Like a king's favourite, ---or like a king. 


More, more than ten Sclavonians ſcolding, more 
Than when winds in our ruin'd abbeys roar. 

Then ſick with poetry, and poſſeſt with Muſe . - 
Thou waſt, and mad | hop'd; but men which chuſe 
Law praQtice for mere gain ; bold ſoul repute 5 
Worſe than imbrothel'd ſtrumpets proſtitute. 

Now like an owl-like watchman he muſt walk, 

His hand till at a bill; now he muſt talk 

Idly, like priſoners, which whole months will ſwear, 
That only ſurety ſhip hath brought them there; 
And to every ſuitor lye in every thing, 

Like a king $ favourite or like a king. 


Aa 


3 sATIRES Of DI DON NE »s. 


Theſe are the talents that adorn them all, 

From wicked Waters ev'n to godly * * 

Not more of Simony beneath black gowns, 

Nor more of baitardy in heirs to crowns. 

In ſhillings and in pence at firſt they deal; 

And ſteal fo little, few perceive they ſteal; 

Till, like the ſea, they compaſs all the land, 
From Scots to Wight, from Mount to Dover ſtrand : 
And when rank widows purchaſe luſcious nights, 
Or when a duke to Janſen punts at White's ; 

Or city-heir in mortgage melts away; 

Satan himſelf feels far Teſs joy than they. 
Piecemeal they win this acre firſt, then that, 
Glean on, and gather up the whole eſtate. 


Like a wedge in a block, wring to the barre, 
Bearing like aſſes, and more ſhameleſs farre 

Than carted whores, lye to the grave judge ; for 
Baſtardy abounds not in king's titles, nor 
Simony and Sodomy.in churchmen's lives, 

As theſe things do in him; by theſe he thrives, 
-Shortly (as th' ſea). he'll compaſs all the land, 
From. Scots to Wigbt, from Mount to Dover ſtrand. 
And ſpying heirs melting with luxury, 

Satan will not-joy:at their ſins as he: 

For (as a thrifty wench ſcrapes kitchen“ ſtuffe, 
And barrelling the droppings, and the ſnuſſe 

Of waſting candles, which in thirty year, 
Relikely kept, perchance buys wedding chear) 
Piecemeal he gets lands, and ſpends as much time 
Wringing each acre, as maids pulling prime. 


VERSIEFIED.. 


Then ſtrongly fencing ill-got wealth by law, 
Indentures, cov'nants, articles they draw; 
Large as the fields theniſelves, and larger far 
Than civil codes, with all their gloſles, are; 

So vaſt, our new divines, we muſt confeſs, 

Are fathers of the church for writing leſs. 

But let them write for you, each rogue impairs 

The deeds, and dextrouſly omits, ſes heires: 

No commentator can more lily paſs 

O'er a learn'd, unintelligible place; 

Or, in quotation, ſnre wd divines leave out 

Thoſe words that would againſt them clear the doubt. 
So Luther thought the Pater-noſter long, 

When doom'd to ſay his beads and even- ſong; 

But having caſt his cowle, and left thoſe laws, 

Adds to Chriſt's pray'r, the power and glory clauſe, 


In parchment then, large as the fields, he draws 
Aſſurances, big as glols'd & civil laws, 

So huge that men (in our times  forwardneſs) 

Are fathers of the church for writing leſs. 

Theſe he writes not; nor for theſe written payes, 
Therefore ſpares no length (as in thoſe firſt dayes 
When Luther was profeſt, he did deſire 
Short Pater-meſters, ſaying as a fryer ; 

Each day his beads; but having left thoſe laws, 
Adds to Chriſt s prayer, the power and glory clanſe) 
But when he ſells or changes land, L impaires 
As Ally : as any commente goes, by . 

Hard words, or r ſenſe; or in divinity 
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The lands are bought; but where are to be found 
Thoſe antient woods, that ſhaded all the ground? N 
We ſec no new-built palaces aſpire ; | 
No kitchens emulate the veſtal fire, | 
Where are thoſe troops of poor, that throng'd of yore L 
The good old landlord's hoſpitable door! | * 
Well, I could wiſh, that ſtill in lordly domes 
Some beaſts were kill'd, tho' not whole hecatombs ; 
That both extremes were baniſh'd from their walls, 
Carthuſian faſts, and fulſome Bacchanals ; 

And all mankind might that juſt mean obſerve, 
In which none e'er could ſurfeit, none could ſtarve. 
Theſe, as good works, tis true, we all allow; 
But oh! theſe works are not in faſhion now : 
Like rich old wardrobes, things extremely rare, 
Extremely fine, but what no man will wear, 
Thus much I've faid, [ truſt, without offence, 4 
Let no court ſycophant pervert my ſenſe, I 
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As controverters in vouch'd texts, leave out | = 

Shrewd words, which might againſt them clear the 
doubt. 

Where are theſe ſpread woods which cloath'd hereto- 
fore 

Thoſe bought lands? not built not burnt within door. 

Where the old landlord's troops, and almes? In halls 

Carthuſian faſts, and fulſome Bacchanals 

Equally I hate. Mean's bleſt. In rich men's homes 

I bid kill ſome beaſts, but no hecatombs ; ; — 

None ſtarve, none ſurfeit ſo. But (oh) we allow 2 

Good works as good, but out of faſhion now, A 
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Nor ſly informer watch theſe words to draw 
Within the reach of treaſon, or the law. 


Like old rich wardrobes. But m 
ke « | . y words none drawe 
Withia the vaſt reach of th' huge ſtatutcs jawes, : 


8 1 1 1 N 2 . 
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W E LL, if it be my time to quit the ſtage, 
Adieu to all the follies of the age 

I die in charity with fool and knave, 

Secure of peace at leaſt beyond the grave. 

I've had my purgatory here betimes, 

And paid for all my ſatires, all my rhymes. 

The poet's bell, its tortures, fiends, and flames, 

To this were trifles, toys, and empty names. 
With fooliſh pride my heart was never fir'd, 

Nor the vain itch t'admire, or be admir'd; 

I hop'd for no commiſlion from his grace; 

I bought no benefice, | begg'd no place; 

Had no new verſes, nor new ſuit to ſhow ; 

Yet went to court !---the Dev'l would have it fo. 

But, as the fool that in reforming days 

Would go to mals in jeſt, (as ſtory ſays) 


Well, I may now receive, and die. My ſin 
Indeed is great, but yet I have been in 
A purgatory, ſuch as fear'd hell is 
A recreation, aud ſcant map of this. 


My mind, neither with pride's itch, nor hath been 


 Poyſon'd with love to ſee or to be ſeen; 

I had no ſuit there, nor new ſuit to ſhow, 

| Yet went to court; but as Glare which did go 
To maſs in jeſt, catch'd, was fain to diſburſe 
Two hundred markes, which is the ſtatutes curſe, 
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i not but think, to pay his POP was ods 
Since twas no form'd deſign of ſerving God; 


So was I puniſt'd, as if full as proud 
As prone to ill, as negligent of good, b 
As deep in debt, without a thought to Paſs 2 
As vain, as idle, and as falſe, as they [ 
Who live at court, for going once that only he 
Scarce was I emter'd, when, behold! there came 
A thing which Adam had been pos'd to name; 
Noah had refus'd it lodging in his ark, 
Where all the race of reptiles might embark : 
A verier monſter, than on Africk's ſhore 
The ſun &er got, or ſlimy Nilus bore, 
Or Sloane or Woodward's wondrous ſhelves contain, 
Nay, all that lying travellers can feign. 


Before he eap'd; ſo it pleas'd my deſtiny 
(Guilty of my ſin of going) to think me 
As prone to all ill, and of good as forget- 
full, as proud, luſttull, and as much in debt, 
As vain, as witleſs, and as falſe, as they 
Which dwell in court, for once going that way. 
Therefore 1 ſuffer d this : towards me did run 
A thing more ſtrange, than on Nile's ſlime the ſun 
E'er bred, or all Which, into Noah's ark came z, 
A thing which would ha ve pos d Adam to name: 
Stranger than ſeven antiquaries ſtudies, 
Than Africk monſters, Guianaes rarities, 
Stranger than ſtrangers: One who, tor a Dane, 
In the Danes maſſacre had ſure been ſlain, 
If he had liv'd then; and without help dies, 
When next the prentices gainſt ſtrangers riſe; 
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The watch —_ hardly let him paſs at noon, 

At night, would ſwear him dropt out of the moon. 

One whom the mob, whea next we fiad or make 

A popiſn plot, ſhail for a Jeſuit take, 

And the wiſe juſtice, ſtarting from his ehair, 

Cry, by your prieſthood, tell me what you are! 
Such was the wight : Th' apparel on his back, 

Tho? coarſe, was rey'rend, and, tho' bare, was + tht be 

The ſuit, if by the faſhion one might gueſs, 

Was yelvet in the youth of good Queen Beſs, 

But mere tuff-taffety what now remain'd ; 

So time, that changes all things, had ordain'd ! 

Our ſons ſhall ſee it leiſurely decay, 

Firſt turn plain raſh, then vaniſh quite away. 

This thing has travell'd, ſpeaks each language too; 

And knows what's fit for ev'ry ſtate to do; 


One whom the watch at noon lets ſcarce go by: 
One, to whom the examining jultice ſure would cry 
Sir, by your prieſthood tell me, what you are! 
His cloaths were ſtrange, tho? coarſe, and black, 
| though bare; 
Sleeveleſs his jerkin was, and it had been 
Velvet, but 'twas now (ſo much ground was ſeen) 
Become tuff-taffaty ; and our children ſhall 
See it plain raſh a while, then nought at all. Y 
The thing hath travell'd, and, faith, ſpeaks all © 
tongues, 3 
And only knoweth what to all Nares belongs, 


VERSIFIE D. 48. 15 
Of whoſe beſt phraſe and courtly accent join 'd, 
He forms one tongue, exotic and refin'd. 
Talkers I've learn'd to bear; Motteux I knew, 
Henly himſelf I've heard, and Budgel too ; 
The Doctor's worm wood ſtyle, the haſh of tongues 
A pedant makes, the ſtorm of Gonſon's lungs; 
The whole artill'ry of the terms of war, 
And (all thoſe plagues in one) the bawling bar: 
Theſe I could bear; but not a rogue ſo civil, 


| Whoſe tougue will compliment you to the devil. 


A tongue, that can cheat widows, cancell ſtorer, 
Make Scots ſpeak treaſon, cozen ſubtleſt whores, 
With royal tavourites in flatt'ry vie, 
And Oldmixon and Burnet both out-lie. 

He ſpies me out; I whiſper Gracious God! 
What ſin of mine could merit ſuch a rod? 


Made of th' accents, and beſt phraſe of all theſe, 
He ſpeaks one language. If firange meats diſpleaſe, 
Art can deceive, or hunger force my taſte; 

But pedants motly tongue, ſoldiers bombaſt, 
Mountebanks drug-tongue, nor the terms of law, 
Are ſtrong enough preparatives to draw 

Me to hear this; yet I muſt be content 

With his tongue, in his tongue call'd Complement : 


In which he can win widows, and pay ſcores, 


Make men ſpeak treaſon, couzen ſubtleſt whores, 
Out-flatter favourites, or cut-lie either 
Jovius, or Surius, or both together. 

He names me and comes to me; I whiſper, God, 


How have I ſinn'd, that thy wrath's furious rod, 
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That all the ſhot of Ltda now müſt be 

From this thy b blunderbuſs diſcharg'd'0n me: 

Permit (he cries) no ſtranger to your fame 

To crave your, ſentiment, if s Your name. 

What Speech eſteem you moſt; © The King's,” aid I. 

But the beſt words ? © O Sir, the Diffiinary.” 

You miſs my aim; I mean the moſt acute 

And perfect Spotter onflow, paſt diſpute.“ 

But, Sir, of writers ! * Swift for cloſer {ſtyle ; 

* But Ho**y for a period of a mile. 

Why yes, tis ; granted, theſe indeed may paſs : 

common linguiſts, and fo Pariurge was; 

Nay troth th' Apoſtles (tho' perhaps too rough) 

Had once a pretty gift of tongues enough : 

Yet theſe were all p poor Gentlemen ; I dare 

Affirm, 'twas travel made them bat they were. 
Thus others talents having nicely ſhown, 

. eee to * 


This fellow, chaſcth me! He ſaith, Sir, 
I love your judgment, whom you do prefer 


For the beſt linguiſt ? and I feelily 


Said that I thought Calepine': 8 Dictionary. 
Nay, but of men, moſt ſweet Sir? Beza then, 
Some Jeſuits, and two reverend men 


Of our two academies I nam'd : Here 


He ſtopt me, and faid, | Nay, your Apoſtles were 
Good pretty linguiſts ; ſo Vanargus was, 

Yet a poor Gentleman; all theſe may paſs 

By travail. Then, as if he would have ſold 
His tongue, he prais di it, and ſuch wonders told, 


ys. 


he hed ww 
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Till I cry'd out, Lou prove yourſelf fo able, 
Pity ! you was not druggerman at Babel ; 
For, had they found a linguift half fo aboil; 
I make no queſtion but the tow'r had ſtood. 

« Obliging Sir! for courts you ſure were made; 
Why then for ever bury'd in the ſhade ? 
© Spirits like you, ſhould fee and ſhould be ſeen ; 
The King would ſmile on you---at leaſt the Queen. 
Ah gentle Sir! your courtiers ſo cajole us | 
But Tully has it, Nunquam minus folus : 
And as for courts, forgive me, if 1 ſay 
No leſſons now are taught the Spartan way; 
Tho' in his pictures luſt be full diſplay'd, 
Few are the converts Aretine has made: 
And tho' the court ſhow vice excceding clear, 
None ſhould, by my advice, learn virtue there. 

At this entranc'd, he lifts his hands and eyes, 
Squeaks like a high-ltretch'd luteſtring, and replies, 


That I was fain to fay, if you had liv'd, Sir, 
Time enough to have been interpreter 
To Babel's bricklayers, ſure the tower had Hood. 
He adds, If of court life you knew the good, 
You would leave loneneſs. I ſaid, Not alone 
My lonnefs is; but Spartanes faſbion | 
To teach by painting drankards doth not laſt 
Now, Aretines pictures have made few chaſte; 
No more can princes courts (though there be few 
Better pictures of vice) teach me virtue. 7 K 
He like to a high- ſtreteh'd lute - ſtring ſpeaks, O Sir, 
"Tis ſwect to talk of Kings At Weſtminſter, 
vo L. IV. 3 
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0h 'tis the ſweeteſt of all earthly things 

© To gaze on princes and to talk of kings! 
Then, happy man who ſhows the tombs! ſaid 1 
He dwells amidſt the royal family ; 

He ev'ry day from king to king can walk, 

Of all our Harries, all our Edwards talk, 

And get by ſpeaking truth of monarchs dead, 
What few can of the living, caſe and bread. 

© Lord, Sir, a mere mechanic; ſtrangely low, 
And coarſe of phraſe,---your Engliſh all are ſo. 
© How elegant your Frenchmen ?* Mine d'ye mean? 
I have but one, I hope the fellow's clean. 
* Oh ! Sir, politely ſo! nay, let me die, 

© Your only wearing is your Padua-ſoy. 
Not, Sir, my only, I have better ſtill, 
And this you ſee is but my diſhabille 


Said I, the man that keeps the abbey tombs, 
And for his price, doth with whoever comes 

Of all our Harrys, and our Edwards talk, 
From king to king, and all their kin can walk : 
Your ears ſhall hear nought but kings; your eyes meet 
Kings only: The way to it is Kings-ſtreet. | 
He ſmack d, and ery'd, He's baſe mechanique, coarſe, 
So are all your Engliſhmen in their diſcourſe. 

Are not your Frenchmen neat ? Mine, as you "” 
IT have but one, Sir, look he follows me. 
 Certes they are neatly cloth'd. I of this mind a; 
Your only wearing is your Grogaram.' 

Not ſo, Sir, I have more. Under this pitch 

He would not fly; I chaff'd him; but as itch 
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Wild to get looſe, his patience I provoke, 

Miſtake, confound, object at all he ſpoke. 

But as coarſe iron ſharpen'd, mangles more, 

And itch moſt hurts when anger'd to a fore : 

So when you plague a fool, tis ſtill the curſe, 
Lou only make the matter worſe and worſe, 

He paſt it o'er ; affects an eaſy ſmile 

At all my peeviſhneſs, and turns his ſtyle. 

He aſks, © What news? I tell him of new plays, 

New eunuchs, harlequins, and operas. ' 

He hears, and as a ſtill with ſimples in it 

Between each drop it gives, ſtays half a minute, 
Loth to enrich me with too quick replies, 

By little, and by little, drops his lies. | 
Mere houſhold traſh ! of birth-nights, ball, and ſhows, 
More than ten Hollinſheads, or Halls, or Stows, 
When the Queen frown'd, or ſmil'd, he knows; and 

what 
A ſubtle miniſter may make of that : 


Scratch'd into ſmart, and as blunt iron ground 

Into an edge hurts worſe : $0 I (fool) found, 

Croſſing hurt me. To fit my ſullenneſs, 

He to another key his ſtyle doth dreſs ; 

And aſks what news; U tell him of new playes, 

He takes my hand, and as a ſtill which ſtayes 

A ſemibrief *twixt cach drop, he niggardly, 

As loth to inrich me, ſo tells many a lye, 

More than ten Hollenfheads, or Halls, or Stows, 

Of trivial houſhold traſh: He knows, he knows 

When the Queen frown'd or ſmil'd, and he Knows 
what 


A ſubtle ſtateſman may gather of that ; ; 
B 1 
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Who ſins with whoth : Who got Kis penſion rug, 
Or quicken'd a reverſion by a drug: 

Whoſe place is quarter d out, three parts in four, 
And whether to a biſhop, or a whore: 

Who having loſt his credit, pawn'd his rent, 


Is therefore fit to have a government : ö 
Who in the ſecret, deals in ſtocks ſecure, : 
And cheats th*' unknowing widow and the poor: 8 
Who makes the truſt of charity a job, 
And gets an act of parliament to rob: ] 
Why turnpikes riſe, and now no cit or clown 4 
Can gratis ſee the country or the town; N 
Shortly no lad ſhall chuck, or lady vole, 1 
But ſome exciſing courtier will have toll, 
He tells what ſtrumpet places ſells for life, 

What ſquire his lands, what citizen his wife: E 
At laſt (which proves him witer ſtill than all) 1 
What Lady's face is not a whited wall. H 

| nh 

| | | . . 85 

He knows who loves whom; and who by poiſon T 
Haſts to an office's reverſion 5; ; L 
Wha waſtes in meat, in clothes, in horſe, . he notes, Re 
Who loveth whores, . ... .c. Te 
He knows who hab ſola his land, and now doth beg Ei 

A licence, old iron, boots, ſhoes, and egge- | He 

| ſhells to tranſport ; Di 

© "ſhortly boys ſhall not play He 
At Nhiddubiter: or blow point, but ſhall pay = He 
Tolſ to ſome courtier; and wiſer than all us, Th 


He knows what Lady is not painted. Thus Pe 
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As one of Woodward's patients, ſick, and ſore, 


I puke, I nauſeate, yet he thruſts in more: 
Trims Europe's balance, tops the ſtateſman's part, 
And talks gazettes and poſt-boys o er by heart. 
Like a big wife at ſight of loathſome mcat 

Ready to caſt, I yawa, I ſigh and ſweat. 

Thea as a licens'd ſpy, whom nothing can 

Silence or hurt, he libels the great man; 

Swears ev'ry place entail'd for years to come, 

In ſure ſucceſſion to the day of doom : 

He names the price for ev'ry office paid; 

And ſays our wars thrive ill, becauſe delay'd : 
Nay, hints 'tis by connivance of the court, 

That Spain robs on, and Dunkirk's ſtill a port. 


He with home-meats cloyes me. 1 belch, ſpue, ſpit, 


Look pale and ſickly, like a patient, yet 

He thruſts on more; and as he had undertook 
To ſay Gallo-Belgicus without book, 
Speaks of all ſtates and deeds that have been ſince 
The Spaniards came to th! loſs of Amyens. 
Like a big wife at ſight of loathed meat 
Ready to travail: For | ſigh, and ſweat 

To hear this Makaron talk : In vain, for yet, 
Either my humour, or his own to fit. 

He like a priviledg'd ſpie, whom nothing can 
Diſcredit, libels new gainſt each great man. 
He names the price of every office paid ; 

He ſaith our wars thrive ill becauſe delay'd ; 
That offices are intail'd, and that there are 
Perpetuities of them, laſting as far 

B 3 
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Not more amazement ſeiz d on Ciree's gueſts, | 
To ſee themſelves fall endlong into beaſts, 
Than mine, to find a ſubject ſtay'd and wiſe 
Already half-turn'd traitor by ſurprize, 

I felt th' infection ſlide from him to me, 

As in the pox, ſome give it to get free; 
And quick to ſwallow me, methought I faw 
One of our giant ſtatues ope its jaw. 

In that nice moment, as another lye 
Stood juſt a-tilt, the miniſter came by; 

To him he flies and bows, and bows again, 
Then cloſe as Umbra, joins the dirty train. 


.. ĩ ˙ YRS Ie? 


As the laſt day; and that great officers 
Do with the Spaniards ſhare, and Dunkirkers. 

I more amaz'd than Circe's priſoners, when 
They felt themſelves turn beaſts, felt myſelf then 
Becoming traytor; and methought I ſaw 
One of our giant ſtatues ope his jaw 
To ſuck me in for hearing him : I found 
That as burnt venemous leachers do grow ſound 
By giving others their ſores, I might grow 
Guilty, and he free; therefore I did ſhow 
All ſigns of barking but fince I am in, 

I muſt pay mine, and my forefathers ſin 

To the laſt farthing. Therefore to my power 
Toughly and ſtubbornly I bear! but th' hower 
Of mercy now was come : He tries to bring =_ = 
Me to a fine to ſcape a torturing, I | 
And ſays, Sir, can you ſpare me ?----I ſaid, Willingly. 2 
Nay, Sir, can you ſpare me a crown ? Thankfully I 
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Not Fannius' ſelf more impudently near, 

When half his noſe is in his Prince's ear. 

I quack'd at heart; and ſtill afraid, to ſre 

All the court fill'd with ſtranger things than he, 

Ran out as faſt, as one that pays his bail, 

And dreads more actions, hurries from a jail. 
Bear me, ſome God ! oh quickly bear me hence 

To wholſome ſolitude, the nurſe of ſenſe : | 

Where Contemplation prunes her ruffled wings, 

And the free ſoul looks down to pity kings ! 

There ſober Thought purſu'd th amuſing theme, 

Till Fancy colour'd it, and form'd a dream. 

A viſion hermits can to hell tranſport, 

And forc'd ev'n me to ſee the damn'd at court. 


Gave it, as ranſom ; det a as fidlers, (till, 
Though they be paid to be gone, yet needs will 
Thruſt one more jigg upon you: So did he 
With his long complimeatal thanks vex me. 
But he is gone, thanks to his needy want, 
And the prerogative of my crown ; ſcant 
His thanks were ended, when | (which did ſee 
All the court fill'd with more ſtrange things than he) 
Ran from thence with ſuch, or more haſte than one 
Who fears more actions, doth haſte from priſon. 

At home in wholeſome folitarineſs | 
My piteous foul began the wretchednefs 
Of ſuiters at court to mourn; and a trance 
Like his, who dreamt he ſaw hell, did advance 
It ſelf o' er me: Such men as he ſaw there 
I ſaw at court, and worſe and more. Low fear * 
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Not Dante dreaming all th' infernal ſtate, 
Beheld ſuch ſcenes of envy, fin, and hate, 
Baſe fear becomes the guilty not the free; 
Suits tyrants, plunderers, but ſuits not me: 
Shall I the terror of this ſinful town, 

Care if a liv'ry'd Lord or ſmile or frown 2 
Who cannot flatter, and deteſt who can, 
Tremble before a noble ſerving-man ? 

O my fair miſtreſs, Truth ! ſhall I quit thee 
For buffing, braggart, puft nobility ? 

Thou, who ſince yeſterday haſt roll'd o'er all 
The buſy, idle blockheads af the ball, 

Haſt thou, oh ſun! beheld an emptier ſort, 
Than ſuch as ſwell this bladder of a court ! 
Now pox on thoſe who ſhew a court in wax 
It ought to bring all courtiers on their backs: 


Such painted puppits! ſuch a varniſh'd race 


Of hollow gew-gaws, only dreſs and face: 


Becomes the guilty, not th' accuſer: Then, 
Shall I, none's flave, of high- born or rais'd men 


Fear frowns; and my miſtreſs Truth, betray thee 


For th' hufling, bragart, puft nobility ? 

No, no, thou which ſince yeſterday haft been, 
Almoſt about the whole world, haſt thou ſeen, 
O ſun in all thy journey, vanity, 
Such as ſwells the bladder of our court? J 


Think he which made your waxen garden, and 


Tranſported it from Italy, to ſtand 
With us at London, flouts our courtiers ; for 


Juſt fuch gay painted things, which no ſap, nor 
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Such waxen noſes, ſtately ſtaring things 
No wonder ſome folks bow, and think them kings, 

See! where the Britiſh youth, engag'd no more, 

At Fig's, at White's, with felons, or a whore, 
Pay their laſt duty to the court, and come, 
All freſh and fragrant, to the drawing- room; 
In hues as gay, and odours as divine, | 
As the fair fields they ſold to look ſo fine. 
« That's velvet for a king ?* the flatt'rer ſwears ; 
'Tis true, for ten days hence 'twill be King Lear's. 
Our court may juſtly to our ſtage give rules, 
That helps it both to foals-coats and to fools ; 
And why not players ſtrut in courtiers cloatbs ? 
For theſe are actors too, as well as thoſe: 
Waats reach all ſtates ; they beg but better dreſt, 
And all is ſplendid poverty at beſt, 


Taſte bave in them, ours are; and natural 

Some of the flocks are; their fruits baſtard all. 
'Tis ten a clock and paſt ; all whom the mues, 

Baloun, or tennis, diet, or the ſtews 

Had all the morning held, now the ſecond 

Time made ready, that day, in flocks are found 

In the Preſence, and I (God pardon me) 

As freſh and ſweet their apparels be as be 

Their fields they fold to buy them. For a king 

Thoſe hoſe are, cry the flatterers : and bring 

Them next week to the theatre to ſell. 

Wants reach all ſtates : Me ſeems they do as well 

At ſtage, as courts; all are players. Whoe' er looks 

(For themſelves dare not go) o'er Cheapſide books 
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Painted for light, and eſſenc'd for the ſmell, 
Like frigates fraught with ſpice and cochine'l, 
Sail in the Ladies: How each pyrate eyes 
So weak a veſſel, and fo rich a prize! 

Top-gallant he, and ſhe in all her trim, 

He boarding her, ſhe ſtriking fail to him: 

Dear Counteſs ! you have charms all hearts to hit 
And Sweet Sir Fopling! you have fo much wit!“ 

Such wits and beauties are not prais'd for nought, 

For both the beauty and the wit are bought, 

*T would burſt ev'n Heraclitus with the ſpleen, 

To ſee thoſe anticks, Foplin and Courtin : 

The preſence ſeems, with things ſo richly odd, 

The moſque of Mahound, or ſome queer Pa-god, 


Shall find their wardrobes inventory. Now 
The Ladies come. As pirates (which do know 


Tbat there came weak ſhips fraught with Cutchanel) 
The men board them; and praiſe (as they think) well 
Their beauties ; they the mens wits; both are bought. 


Why good wits ne'er wear ſcarlet gowns, 1 thought 
This cauſe, Theſe men, mens wits for ſpeeches buy, 
And women buy all red with ſcarlets dye. 
He call'd her beauty lime-twigs, her hair net: 
She fears her. drugs ill-lay'd, her hair looſe ſet, 
Wouldn't Heraclitus laugh to ſee Macrine 

From hat to ſhoe, himſelf at door refine, 

As if the preſence wore a moſque : And lift 

His (kirts and hoſe, and call his clothes to rift, 
Making them confeſs not only mortal 

Great ſtains and holes in them, but venial 
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See them ſurvey a limbs by Diner's — 
Of all beau- kind the beſt proportion'd fools ! 
Adjuſt their cloaths, and to confeſſion draw 
Thoſe venial fins, an atom or a ſtraw ; | 
But oh! what terrors muſt diſtract the ſoul 
Convicted of that mortal crime, a hole; 

Or ſhould one pound of powder leſs beſpread 
Thoſe monkey-tails that wag behind their head. 
Thus finiſh'd, and corrected to a hair, 

They march, to prat their hour before the fair. 
So firſt to preach a white-glov'd chaplain goes, 
With band of lily, and with cheek of roſe, 
Sweeter than Sharon, in immac'late trim, 
Neatneſs itſelf impertinent in him, 

Let but the ladies ſmile, and they are bleſs'd: 
Prodigious ! how the things proteſt, proteſt. 


Peace, fools, or Gonſon will for papiſts ſcize you, 


If once he catch you at your Jeſu / Jef [ 


Feathers and uſt wherewith they fornicate : 
And then by Durer's rules ſurvey the ſtate 

Of his each limb, and with ſtrings the odds tries. 
Of his neck to his leg, and waſte to thighs, 

So in immaculate clothes, and ſymmetry 

Perfect as circles, with ſuch nicety 

As a young preacher at his firſt time goes 

To preach, he enters, and a lady which owes 
Him not ſo much as good-will, he arreſts, 

And unto her proteſts, proteſts, proteſts, 

So much as at Rome would ſerve to have thrown 
Ten cardinals into the inquiſition ; 

And whiſpers by Jeſu ſo oft that a 

Purſuevant would have raviſh'd him away 
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- Natire "OT ev'ry fop to plague bis brother, 


| Juſt as one beauty mortifies another. 


But here's the captain that will plague them both, 
Whoſe air cries arm! whoſe very look's an oath: 
The captain's honeſt, Sirs, and that's enough, 
Though his ſoul's bullet, and bis body buff. 

He ſpits fore-right ; his haughty cheſt before, 
Like batt'ring rams, beats open ey'ry door: 

And with a face as red, and as awry, 

As Herod's hang-dogs in old tapeltry, 
Scarecrow to boys, the breeding woman's curſe, 
Has yet a ſtrange ambition to look worſe ; 


Confounds the civil, keeps the rude in awe, 


Teſts like a licenc'd fool, commands like law, 
Frighted, I quit the room, but leave it ſo 
As men from jails to execution go; 


For ſaying our Lady's pſalter. But tis fit 

That they each other plague, they merit it. | 

But here comes Glorious that will plague them both 

Who in the other extreme only doth 

Calls a rough careleſſneſs, good faſhion : 

Whoſe cloak his ſpurs tear, or whom he ſpits on, 

He cares not, he. His ill words do no harm 

To bim; he ruſhes in, as if Arm, arm, 

He meant to ery; and though his face be as ill 

As they who in old hangings whip Chriſt, Rill 

He ſtrives to look worſe; he keeps all in awe z 

Jeſts like a licenc'd fool, commands like law. 
Tir'd, now I leave this place, and but pleas'd fo 

As men from goals to execution go, 


For hung with deadly fins I ſee the wall, | 
And lin'd with giants deadlier than em all: 
Each man an Aſkapart,-of ſtrength to toſs 
For quoits, both Temple-bar and Charing-croſs, 
JZcar'd at the grizly forms, I ſweat, 1 fly, 
And ſhake all o'er like a diſcover'd ſpy. 

Courts are too much for wits ſo weak as mine: 


Charge them with Heav'n's artill'ry, bold divine! 


From ſuch alone the great rebukes endure, 
Whoſe ſatire's ſacred, and whoſe rage ſecure : 
"Tis mine to walh a few light ſtains, but theirs 
To deluge ſin, and drown a court in tears. 
Howe'er what's now Apocrypha, my wit, 

In time to come, may paſs for holy writ. 


Go, through the great chamber (why it is hung 
With the ſeven deadly fins?) being among 
Thoſe Aſtaparis, men big enough to throw 

| Charing-croſs for a bar, men that do know 

No token of worth, but queens man, and fine 
Living ; barrels of beef, flaggons of wine. 

I ſhook like a ſpied ſpie---Preachers which are 
Seats of wit and arts, you can, then dare, 
Drown the fins of this place, but as for me 
Which am but a ſcant brook, enough ſhall be 
To waſh the ſtains away : Although I yet 
(With Maccabees modeſty) the known merit 
Of my work leſſen, yet ſome wiſe men ſhall, 

I hope, eſteem my writs canonical, 
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F. N OT twice a twelvemonth you appear in 
print, FR, 
And, when it comes, the court ſee nothing in't. 
You grow correct, that once with rapture writ, 
And are, beſides, too moral for a wit. 
Decay of parts, alas! we all muſt feel! 
Why now, this moment, don't I ſee you ſteal ? 
*Tis all from Horace; Herace, long before ye, 
Said, Tories call'd him Whig, and Whigs a Tory ;* 
And taughthis Romans, in much better metre, 
© To laugh at fools who put their truſt in Peter.” 
But Horace, Sir, was delicate, was nice; 
Bubo obſerves, he laſh'd no ſort of vice: 
Horace would ſay, Sir Billy ſerv'd the crown, 
Blunt could do bus'neſs, H-ggins knew the town ; 
In Sappho touch the failings of the ſex, 
In rev'rend biſhops note ſome ſmall neglefs, 
And own, the Spaniard did a waggiſh thing, 
Who cropt our cars, and ſent them to the king. 
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His ſly, polite, inſinuating ſtyle 
Could pleaſe at court, and make AuGusTvs ſmile: 
An artful manager, that crept between 
His friend and ſhame, and was a kind of ſcreen. 
But faith your very friends will ſoon be fore : 
Patriots there are, who wiſn you'd jeſt no more 
And where's the glory ! 'twill be only thought 
The great man never offer d you a Foe: 
Des Sir Ro BE RT-—- _ 
P. See Sir RoBerT!—ham— 
And never laugh---for all my lite to come? 
Seen him I have, but-in his happier hour 
Of ſocial pleaſure, ill-exchang'd for pow'r: 
Seen him, uncumber'd with the venal tribe, 
Smile without art, and win without & bribe. 
Would he oblige me? let me only find 
He does not think me what he thinks mankind. 
Come, come, at all I laugh he laughs, no doubt; 
The ovly diff rence is, I dare laugh out. 
F. Why yes: With ſcripture ſtill you may be free? 
A horſe-laugh, if you pleaſe, at bonefty ; 
A joke ou IEK YL, or ſome odd old Whig 
Who never chang'd his principle, or wig : 
A patriot is a fool in ev'ry age, 
Whom all Lord Chamberlains allow the ſtage : 
Theſe nothing-hurts : They keep their faſhion (till, 
And wear their ſtrange old virtue as they will. | 
If any aſ you, Who's the man, fo near 
His prince, that writes in verſe, and has his ear! 
Why, anſwer, Ly TTELTON, and I'll engage 
The 9 youth ſhall ne er be ina rage: 
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But were his verſes vile, his whiſper baſe, 
| You'd quickly find him in Lord Fanny's caſe. 
Sejanus, Wolſey, hurt not honeſt Fleury, 
But well may put ſome ſtateſmen in a fury. 
Laugh then at any, but at fools or ſoes; 
Theſe you but anger, and you mend not thoſe; 45 
Laugh at your friends, and if your friends are ſore,. 
So much the better, you may laugh the more: 
To vice and folly to confine the jeſt, 
Sets half the world, God knows, againſt the reſt; 
Did not the ſneer of more impartial men, 
At ſenſe and virtue, balance all again, 
Judicious wits ſpread wide the ridicule, 
And charitably comfort knave and fool. 
P. Dear Sir, forgive the prejudice of youth: 
Adieu diſtinction, ſatire, warmth, and truth! _ 
Come, harmlcſs characters that no one hit; 
Come, Henly's oratory, Oſborn's wit! „ 
The honey dropping from Favonio's tongue, 
The flow'rs of Bubo, and the flow of Y---ng! 
The gracious dew of pulpit eloquence, | 
And all the well-whipt cream of courtly ſenſe. 
That firſt was Hm-vy's, F-—»'$s next, and then 
The S--—te's, and then H -vy's once again. 
O come, that eaſy Ciceronian ſtyle, Es 
So Latin, yet ſo Engliſh all the while, 5 
As, though the pride of Middleton and Bland, 
All boys may read, and girls may underſtand! 
Then might 1 fing, withont the leaſt offence, 
And all 1 ſung ſhould be the nation's ſenſe ; 
Or teach the melancholy Muſe to mourn, - 
Hang the ſad verſe on Carolina's urn, 
vor. Iv. C 
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And hail her paſſage to the realms of reſt, 
All parts perform'd, and ll her children bleſs ! 
So-—-ſatire is no more I feel it die 
No Gazetteer more innocent than I--- 
And let, a God's name, ev'ry foot and knave 
Be grac'd through life, and flatter d in his grave. 
F. Why ſo? if ſatire knows its time and place, 
You ſtill may laſh the greateſt---in diſgrace : 
For merit will by turns forſake them all; 
Would you know when? exactly when they fall. 
But let all ſatire in all changes ſpare 
Immortal S-----k, and grave De-----re ! 
Silent and ſoft, as faints remove to heav'n, 
All ties diſſolv'd, and ev'ry fin forgiv'n, 
Theſe may ſome gentle miniſterial wing 
Receive, and place for ever near a king! 
There, where no paſſion, pride, or ſhame tranſport, 
Lull'd with the ſweet nepenthe of a court ; 
There, where no father's, brether's, friend's s difgrace 
Once break their reſt, or ſtir them from their place $3 
But paſt the ſenſe of human miſeries, 
All tears are wip'd for ever from all eyes; 
No cheek is known to bluſh, no heart to throb, 
Save when they loſe a queſtion, or a job. 
P. Good Heay'n forbid that I ſhould blaſt their 
glory, | 
Who know bow like Whig miniſters to Tory, 
And when three ſoy'reigns dy'd, could ſcarce be vext, 
Conſidering what a gracious prince was next, 
-Have I, in filent wonder, ſeen ſuch things 


As pride in ſlaves, and ayarice in kings 
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And at a peer or peereſs ſhall I fret, 

Who ſtarves a ſiſter, or forſwears a debt? 
Virtue, 1 grant you, is an empty boaſt; 
But ſhall the dignity of wice be loſt ? 
Ye gods! ſhall Cibber's ſon, without rebuke, Fed 
Swear like a lord, or Rich out-whore a duke? $6 ts 
A fay'rite porter with his maſter vie, | 

Be brib'd as often, and as often lye ? 

Shall Ward draw contracts with a ſtateſman's fail! 6; 
Or Japhet pocket, like his Grace, a will? _ 

Is it for Bond or Peter, (paltry things) 

To pay their debts, or keep their faith, like kings? 2 

If Blount diſpatch' | himſelf, he play'd the man, 

And ſo may'ſt thou, illuſtrious Paſſeran ! 

Zut ſhall a printer, weary of his life, 
Learn, from their books, to hang himſelf and wife? 
This, this, my friend, I cannot, muſt not bear: 
Vice thus abus'd, demands a nation's care : 

This calls the church to deprecate our fin, 

And hurls the thunder of the laws on gin. 

Let modeſt Foſter, if he will, excel 

Ten metropolitans in preaching well; 
A ſimple Quaker, or a Quaker's wife, 
Outdo Landaffe in doctrine, — yea in life: 

Let humble Allen, with an aukward ſhame, 
Do good by ſtealth, and bluſh to find it fame. 
Virtue may chuſe the high or low degree, 
'Tis juſt alike to virtue, and to me: 

Dwell in a monk, or light upon a king, 

She's ſtill the ſame beloy'd, contented thing. 

Vice is undone, if ſhe forgets her birth, 

And ſtoops from angels to the dregs of earth: 
C3 
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But itis the fall degrades her to a whore; 

Let greatneſs own her, and ſhe's mean na more; 

Her birth, her beauty, | 

Chaſte matrons praiſc her, and grave biſhops bleſs ; ; 

In golden chains the willing world ſhe draws, 

And her's the goſpel is, and her's the laws; 

Mounts the tribunal, lifts her ſcarlet head, 

And ſces pale Virtue carted in her ſtead. 

Lo! at the wheels of her triumphal car, | 

Old England s genius, rough with many a ſcar, 

Dragg' d in the duſt! his arms hang idly round, 

His flag, inverted, trails along the ground! 

Our youth, all liv'ry'd o'er with forcigo gold, 

Before her dance: Behind her crawl the old! | 

So thronging millions to the pagod run, 

And offer country, parent, wife, or ſon ! 

Hear her black truwpet through the land proclaim, 

That NOT TO BE CORRUPTED IS THE SHAME. 

In ſoldier, churchman, patriot, man in pow r, 

"Tis av'rice all, ambition is no more ! 

See, all our nodich beggiog to be ſlaves! 

See, all our fools aſpiring to be knayes! . 

The wit of cheats, the courage of a whore, 

Are what ten thauſand envy and adore ; 

All, all look up, with reverential zwe, 

At crimes that ſcape, or triumph o'er the law 1 

While truth, worth, wiſdom , daily they decry— | 

Nothing is ſacred now but villainy.“ | 
Yet may this verſe (if ſuch a verſe remaip) | 

Show there was one who held i it in diſdain. 
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F. TIS all a libel---Paxton (Sir) will ſay. 
P. Not yet, my friend! pf faith 
it may; Ic 39 of 
And for chat very cauſe I print to-day, | 
How ſhould I fret to mangle ev'ry "ts. 

In rev'rence to the ſins of thirty-nine./ _ 
Vice with ſuch, giant ſtrides comes on amain, | 
Inyention ſtrives to be before in vain ; 

Feign what I will, and paint it e er ſo 3 
Some riſing genius ſins up to wy ſong 
F. Yet none but you by name the Guilty laſh laſb 
Ev'n Guthry faves half Newgate by a daſh. 
Spare then the perſon, and expoſe the vice. 

P. How, Sit ! not damn the ſharper, but the Gee? 
Come on then; ſatire! 'gen'raf, unconfin'd, " 
Spread thy broad wing, and ſonte on all the king" | 
Ye ſtateſmen, prieſts, of one religion alli 
Ye tradefmen vile, in army, contt, or hall; 

C3 | 
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Je rev'rend atheiſts. F. Scandal]! name them, Who? 
P. Why that's the thing you bid me not to do. 
Who ſtarv'd a filter, who forſwore a debt, 
never nam'd; the town's inquiring yet. 
The pois'ning dame -F. You mean---P. I don't. 
F. You do, 
P. See, now 1 13 the ſecret, and not you! 
The bribing ſtateſaidh---F, Hold, too high you go. 
P. The brib'd elector -F. There you ſtoop tos 
low. | 
P. I fain would pleaſe you, if I Ents Lich what; 
Tell me, which knave is lawful game, which not ? 
Muſt great offenders, once eſcap'd the crown, 
Like royal harts, be never more run down? 
Admit your law to ſpare the knight requires, 
As beaſts of nature, may we hunt the ſquires? { 
"Suppoſe I cenfare---you* know what I mean--- 
ro fave a biſhop, may I name a dean! 
F. A dean, Sir? no: His fortune is not made; | 
You hurt a man that's riſing in the trade. 
P. If not the tradeſman who fet up to-day, 
Much leſs the *pteritice who to-morrow may. 
Down, down, proud ſatire! tho* a realm be ſpoil'd, 
Arraign no mightier thief than wretched Wild; 
Or, if a court or county $ made Re. 
Go drench a pick-pocket, and join the mob. 
But, Sir, I beg you (for the love of vice!) 
The-matter's weighty, pray conſider twice; 
Have you leſs pity. for the needy cheae, 
The poor and friendleſs villain, than the great? 
Alas! the ſmall diſcredit of a bribe  __ 
Scarce hurts the lawyer, but undoes the ſcribe. | 
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Then better ſure it charity becomes | 

To tax directors, who (thank God) have plums; # 
Still better miniſters; or, if the thing 

May pinch ev'n there-——why lay it on a W | 

F. Stop! ſtop! 

P. Muſt ſatire, then, nor riſe nor fall ? ? 
Speak out, and bid me blame no rogues at ar.” 

F. Yes, ſtrike that Wild, Pl juſtify the blow, 

P. Strike? why the man was hang'd ten years ago. 
Who now that obſolete example fears ? 
Ev'n Peter trembles only for his ears. 

F. What always Peter? Peter thinks you mad; 
You make men deſp' rate, if they once are bad: 
Elſe might he take to virtue ſome years hence 

P. As S--»k, if he lives, will love the Prince. 

F. Strange ſpleen to 8S—- -K! 

P. Dol wrong the man? 
God knows, [ praiſe a courtier where I cat. 
When I confeſs, there is who fcels for fame, 
And melts to goodneſs, need I Scarb'row name? 
Pleas'd let me own, in Eſher's peaceful grove 
(Where Kent and Nature vye for Pelham's love) 
The ſcene, the malter, opening to my view, 
I fit and dream I ſee my Craggs anew ! 
Ev'n in a Biſhop I can ſpy deſert ; 

Secker is decent, Rundel has a heart ; 
Manners with candour are to Benſon giv'n; 
To Berkley, ev*ry virtue under Heay'n. 

| But does the court a worthy man remove? 
That inſtant I declare, he has my love: 
I hun his zenith, court his mild decline; 
Thus Sommers once, and Halifax, were mine. 
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Oft, in the clear, ill mirrour of retreat, | 

I ſtudy'd Shrewſbury, the wiſe and great: 

Carleton's calm ſenſe, and Stanhope” s noble "ROY 
| Compar'd, and knew their gen'rous end the ſame: 
How pleaſing Atterbury's fofter hour ! ; 
How ſhin'd the ſoul, unconquer'd in the tow'r! 
How can I Pult'ney, Cheſterfield forget, 

While Roman ſpirit eharms, and Attie wit; 
Argyll, the ſtate's whole thunder born to wield, 
And ſhake alike the ſenate and the field; 

Or Wyndham, juſt to freedom and the throne, 
The maſter of our paſſions, and his own ? 
Names which | long have loy'd, nor lov'd in vain, 
Rank d with their friends, not number'd with their 

train; 5 | 

And if yet higher the proud liſt ſhould end, 

Still let me fay! No follower, but a friend. 

Yet think not friendſhip only prompts my lays; 

I follow Virtue ; ; where ſhe ſhines, I praiſe : 

Point ſhe to prieſt or elder, whig or tory, 

Or round a quaker's beaver caſt a glory. 

I never (to my ſorrow I declare) | 

Din'd with the Man of Rofs, or my Lord May' r. 
Some, in their choice of friends (nay, look not gs 

- Have till a ſecret bias to a knave: 

To find an honeſt man I beat about, 

And love him, court him, praiſe him, in or out. 

F. Then why ſo few commended! 
P. Not fo fierce; b 
Find you the virtue, and I Il find the verſe. 
But random praiſe—the taſk can ne'er be done; 


Each mother aſks it for her booby fon, 
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Each widow aſks it for the beſt of men, 

For him ſhe weeps, and him ſhe weds again. 
Praiſe cannot ſtoop, like ſatire, to the ground: 
The number may be hang'd, but not be crown'd. 
Enough for half the greateſt of theſe days, 


To 'ſcape my cenſure, not expect my praiſe. 
Are they not rich ? what more can they pretend ? 


Dare they to hope a poet for their friend? 
What Richlieu wanted, Louis ſcarce could gain, 
And what young Ammon wiſh'd, but wiſh'd in vain. 
No pow' 'r the Muſe's friendſhip can command; 
No pow'r, when Virtue claims it, can withſtand 3 
To Cato Virgil pay'd one honeſt line; 
O let my country's friends iliumine mine ! 
--- What are you thinking 1 F. „an the thought 5 0@ 
n £2 5 | 
I think your friends are out, and ed be in. 
P. if merely to come in, Sir, they go out, 
The way they take is ſtrangely round about, 
F. They too may be corrupted you'll allow 
P. I only call thoſe knaves who are ſo now. 


Is that too little? Come then, I'll e 5 


Spirit of Arnall! aid me while I lie. 

Cobham's a coward, Polwarth is a ſlave, 

And Littleton a dark, deſigning knave, 

St John has ever been a wealthy fool 

But let me add, Sir Robert's mighty dull, 

Has never made a friend in private life, 08 

And was beſides a tyrant to his wife, | 
But, pray, when others praiſe him, do I blame ? 

Call Verres, Wolſey, any odious name? | 
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£ Why rail they then, if but a wreath of mine, 
Oh all-accompliſh'd St John! deck thy ſhrine? 
What ? {hall each ſpur-gall'd hackney of the day, 
When Paxton gives him double pots and pay, | 
Or each new-penſion'd ſycophant, pretend 
To break my windows, if | treat a friend ? 
Then wiſely plead, to me they meant no hurt, 
But *twas my gueſt at whom they threw the dirt? 
Sure if 1 ſpare the miniſter, no rules 
Of honour bind me not to maul his tools; 
Sure, if they cannot cut, it may be ſaid | 
His ſaws are toothleſs, and his hatehets lead. 
It anger'd Turenne, once upon a day, 
To ſee a footman kick'd that took his pay: 
But when he heard th' affront the fellow gave, 
Knew one a man of honour, one a knave; 
The prudent Gen'ral turn'd it to a jeſt, 
And begg d he'd take the pains to kick the reſt : : 
Which not at preſent having time to'do— 27 
F. Hold Sir! for God's-ſake where's th' affront 6 to 
vou? 
Againſt your worlip when had SK writ . 
Or P- ge pour d forth the torrent of his wit ? 
Or grant the bard whoſe diſtich all commend 
[In pow'r a ſervant, out of pow r a friend] 
To W---le guilty of ſome veuial ſin; 

What's that to you who ne'er was out nor in? 
The prieſt whoſe flattery be-dropt the crown, 
How hurt he you ? he only ftain'd the gown. 
And bow did, pray, the florid youth offend, 
Whoſe ſpecch you took, and gave it to a friend 
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Whoever borrow'd, could not be to blame, 
Sinc: the whole. houſe did afterwards the ſame. 
Let courtly wits to wits afford ſupply, 
As hog to hog in huts of Weſtphaly; _ 
If one, thro* Nature's bounty, or his Lord's, 
Has what the frugal, dirty ſoil affords, 
From him the next receives it, thick or thin, 
As pure a meſs almoſt as it came in; 
The bleſſed benefit, not there confin'd, - 
Drops to the third who nuzzles cloſe behind ; 
From tail to mouth they feed and they carouſe: 
The laſt full fairly gives it to the bouſe. 

F. This filthy fimile, this beaſtly line 
Quite turns my ſtomach: =--- 

P. So does Flatt'ry mine; 

And all your courtly civet-cats can vent, 
Perfume to you, to me is excrement. | 
But hear me fucrther---Japhet, tis agreed, 
Writ not, and Chartres ſcarce could write or read, 
In all the courts of Pindus guiltleſs quite; 
But pens can forge, my friend, that cannot write; 
And muſt no egg in Japhet's, face be thrown, _ 
Becauſe the deed he forg'd was not my own? . 
Muſt never patriot then declaim at gin, 
| Unleſs, good man! he has been fairly in? 
No zealous paſtor blame a failing ſpoule, 
Without a ſtaring reaſon on his brows? 
And each blaſphemer quite eſcape the rod, 
Becauſe the inſult's not on man, but God? 

Aſk you what provocation I have had! 
The ſtrong antipathy of good to bad. 


P. Faith, it imports not much from whom it came; "? 
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When truth or virtue an affront endures 
Th' affront is mine, my friend, and ſhould be your's: 
Mine, as a foe profefs'd to falſe pretence, 
Who thinks a cexcomb's honovr like his ſenſe; POR 
Mine as a friend to ev'ry worthy mind; © 
And mine as man, who feel for all re N 
F. Lou re ſtrangely proud. 
pP . 80 proud, 1 be flave: 
So OT] I own myſelf no knave : | 
So odd, my country's ruin makes me grave. 
Yes, I am proud ; I muſt be prond to fee 
Men not afraid of God, afraid of me; _ 
Safe from the bar; the pulpit, and the throne, 
Yet touch'd and ſham'd by ridicule alone. | Le 
D O faered weapon! left for truth's defence, 
Sole dread of folly, vice and infolence! 
To all but Heavy*n-direQted hands deny d, 
The Muſe may give thee, but the gods muſt guide; : 


Reyv'rent I touch'thee ! but with honeſt zeal ; 2 
To rouſe the watchmen of the public weal, 

To virtue's work provoke the tardy hall, * 

Ana gad the prelate Jambring in his ſtall. 10 

Je tinſel inſets! whom a court maintains, 2 

That counts your beauties only by your ſtains, = 


Spin all your" eobwebs o'er the eye of day * 2 
The Muſe's wing ſhall bruſh you Aab away: 
All his Grace peaches, all his Lordſhip "OR 4 
All that make ſaints of Queens, and gods of Kings. 
All, all but truth, drops dead-born from the _ 
Like the laſt gazette, or the laſt addreſs. © 

When black ambition ſtains a public cauſe, 
A monarch's ſword when mad vain-glory draws, 
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ot Waller's wreath can hide the nation's ſcar, 

or Boileau turn the feather to a ſtar. 

Not ſo, when diadem'd with rays divine, 

Touch'd with the flame that breaks from Virtue's 
| ſhrine, | 

er prieſteſs Muſe forbids the good to die, 

nd opes the temple of eternity. 

here, other trophies deck the truly brave, 

Than ſuch as Anſtis caſts into the grave; 

Far other ſtars than * and * * wear, 

And may deſcend to Mordington from Stair ; 

(Such as on Hough's unſully'd mitre ſhine, 

or beam, good Digby, from a heart like thine) 

Let Envy howl, while Heav'n's whole chorus ſings, 

nd bark at honour not conferr'd by kings; 

Let Flatt'ry ſick ning ſee the incenie riſe, 

zweet to the world, and grateful to the ſkies :; 

ruth guards the poet, ſanctiſies the line, 

And makes immortal verſe as mean as mine. 

Yes, the laft pen for freedom let me draw, 
When truth ſtands trembling on the edge of law; 
Here, laſt of Britons! let your names be read; 
Are none, none living ? let me praiſe the dead; 
And for that cauſe which made your fathers ſhine, 
Fall by the votes of their degen'rate line. 

F. Alas! alas! pray end what you began, 
And write next winter more Eſays on Man. 
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LETT 21 * 
10 THE 
PUBLISH E BR, 
Occaſioned by the firſt eorrect 


Edition of the DUN CIA D. 


T is with pleaſure I hear, that you have procured 


a correct copy of the Du crAb, which the many 
ſurreptitious ones have rendered fo neceſſary; and it is 


yet with more, that I am informed it will be attended | 


with a Commentary: A work ſo requiſite, that I can- 
not think the author himſelf would have omitted it, 
had he approved of the firſt appearance of this poem. 


Such Notes as have occurred to me I herewith ſend 


you: Tou will oblige me by inſerting them amongſt 
thoſe which are, or will be, tranſmitted to you by o- 
thers; ſince not only the author's friends, but even 
ſtrangers, appear engaged by humanity, to take ſome 
care of an orphan of ſo much genius and ſpirit, which 
its parent ſeems to have abandoned from the begin- 
ning, and ſuffered to ſtep into the world naked, un- 
guarded, and unattended, 
Vol. IV. D 
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It was upon reading ſome of the abuſive papers late- 
ly publiſhed, that my great regard to a perſon, whoſe 
friendſhip I eſteem as one of the chief honours of my 
life, and a much greater reſpect to truth, than to him 
or any man living, engaged me in inquiries, of which 
the incloſed Notes are the fruit. 

I perceived, that moſt of theſe authors had been 

(doubtleſs very wiſely) the firſt aggreſſors. They had 
tried, till they were weary, what was to be got by 
railing at each other: Nobody was either concerned 
or ſurprized, if this or that ſeribler was proved a dunce. 
But every ane was curious to. read what could be ſaid 
to prove Mr Po PE one, and was ready to pay ſome- 
thing for ſuch a diſcovery: A ſtratagem, which, would 
they fairly own, it might not only reconcile them to 
me, but ſcreen them from the reſentment. of their law- 
ful ſuperiors, whom they daily abuſe, only (as I cha- 
ritably hope) to get that 4 . which they cannot 
get from them. 

1 found this was not all: Ill ſucceſs in that had 
tranſported them to perſonal abuſe, either of himſelf, 
or (what I think he could leſs forgive) of his friends. 
They had called men of virtue and honour bad men, 

long before he had either leiſure or inclination to call 
them bad writers: And ſome had been ſuch old offen- 
ders, that he had quite forgotten their perſons as well 
as their ſlanders, till they were pleaſed to revive them. 

Now what had Mr Pop E done before, to incenfe 
them? He had publiſhed thoſe works which are in the 
hands of every body, in which not the leaſt mention 
is made of any of them. And what has he done fince'? 
"He has laughed, and written the Dunciad. What 
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has that ſaid of them? A very ſerious truth, which the 


public had ſaid before, that they were dull: And what 


it had no ſooner ſaid, but they themſelves were at 
great pains to procure, or even purchaſe room in the 
prints to teſtify under their hands to the truth of it. 

I ſhould ſtill have been filent, if either I had ſeen a- 
ny inclination in my friend to be ſerious with ſuch ac- 


cuſers, or if they had only meddled with his writings; 


ſince whoever publiſhes, puts himſelf on his trial by his 
country. But when his moral character was attacked, 
and in a manner from which neither truth nor virtue 


can ſecure the moſt innocent; in a manner, which, 


though it annihilates the credit of the accuſation with 
the juſt and impartial, yet aggravates very much the 
guilt of the accuſers; I mean by authors without 
names, then I thought, ſince the danger was common 
to all, the concern oupht to be ſo; and that it was an 
act of juſtice to detect the authors, not only on this 
account, but as many of them are the ſame, who, for 
ſeveral years paſt, have made free with the greateſt 
names in church and ſtate, expoſed to the world the 
private misfortunes of families, abuſed all, even to 
women, and whoſe proſtituted papers (for one or 
other party, in the unhappy diviſions of their country) 
have inſulted the fallen, the friendleſs, the exil'd, _ 
the dead. 

Beſides this, which I'take to be a public concern, I 
have already confeſſed I had a private one. I am one 


of that number who have long loved and eſteemed 


Mr Pope; and had often declared it was not his ca- 

pacity or writings (which we ever thought the leaft 

valuable part of his character) but the honeſt, open, 
| D 2 | 
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and benificent man, that we moſt eſteemed, and loved 
in him. Now, if what theſe people ſay were believed, 
I-muſt appear to all my friends either a fool, or a knave; 
either impoſed on myſelf, or impoſing on them; ſo 
that I am as much intereſted in the confutation of 
theſs calumnies, as he is himſelf. : 
I am no author, and conſequently not to be ſuſpect · 

ed either of jealouſy or reſentment againſt any of the 
men, of whom ſcaree one is known to me by ſight; 
and as for their writings, I have ſought them (on this 
one occaſion) in vain, in the cloſets and libraries of all 
my acquaintance, I had ſtill been in the dark, if a 
gentleman had not procured me (I ſuppoſe from ſome 
of themſelves, for they are generally much more dan- 
gerous friends than enemies) the paſſages I ſend you: 
I folemaly proteſt I have added nothing to the malice - 
or abſurdity of them; which it behoves me to declare, 
ice the vouchers themſelves will be ſo ſoon and ſo 

Irrecoverably loſt. You way in ſome meaſure prevent 
It, by preſerving at leaſt their titles, and $ diſcovering 
(as far as you can depend on the truth of your infor- 
e- the names of the concealed authors. 

The firſt objection I have heard made to the poem 

zs, that the perſons are too ob/cxre for ſatire. The 
perſons themſelves, rather than allow the objection, 
would forgive the ſatire; and if one could be tempted 
to afford it a ſerions anſwer, were not all aſſaſſinates, 
popular inſurrections, the inſolence of the rabble with- 

ont doors, and of domeſtics within, moſt wrongfully 

chaſtiſed, if the meanneſs of offenders indemnified 
them from puniſhment? On the contrary, obfeurity 
renders them more dangerous, as leſs thought of: Law 


$ Which we have done in a liſt printed in the Appendix. 
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can pronounce judgment only on open facts : Morali- 
4y alone can paſs cenſure on intentions of miſchief ; ſo 

that for ſecret icalumny, or the arrow flying in the 

) -dark, there is no public puniſhment left, but what a 

g good writer inflicts, 

; The ogxt objection is, that theſe ſoft of authors are 

Poor. That might be pleaded as an excuſe at the Old 

; Baily for lefler crinies than Defamation, (for tis the 

1 caſe of almoſt all who are tried there); but ſure it can 

de none here: For who will pretend that the robbing 

another of his reputation ſapplies the want of it in him: 

| ſelf? 1 queſtion not but ſuch authors are poor, and 

heartily wiſh the objeQtion were removed by any honeſt 

5 lirelihood. But poverty is here the accident, not the 


The apothecary in Romeo and Juliet is poor; but is 


- = Hfubjet: He who deſcribes malice and villany to he f 

; pale and meagre, expreſſes not the leaſt anger again(} | 
5 paleneſs and leanneſs, but againft malice and villany- I 
| 


„ he therefore juſtified in vending poiſon ? Not but. po- 
verty itſelf becomes a Juſt ſubjcct of ſatire, when it is 
x the conſequence of vice, prodigality, or neglect of one's 
lawful calling; for then it increaſes the public bur- 
den, fills the ſtreets and highways with robbers, aud 
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| the garrets with clippers, coiners, and weekly . f | 
5 But admitting) that two or three of theſe offend lef 
| in their morals, than in their. writings; muſt poverty 

; make nonſenſe ſacred ? if ſo, the fame of bad authors 


7 good ones in the world; and not one of an hundred 
wen Ren Falled by his right name. 
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| They miſtake the whole matter: It is not charity to 
encourage them in the. way they follow, but to get 
them out of it; for men are not bunglers becauſe they 
are poor, but they are poor becauſe they are bung- 
lers. | 

Is it not pleaſant enough, to hear our authors cry-- 
ing out on the one hand, as if their perſons and cha-- 
rafters were too ſacred for ſatire ; and the public ob- 
jecting on the other, that they are too mean even for 
ridicule? But whether bread or fame be their end, it 
muſt be allowed, our author, by. and in this poem, 
has mercifully given them a little of both. 

There are two or three, who by their rank and for- 
tune have no benefit from the former objections, ſup- 
poſing them good; and theſe I was ſorry to ſee in ſuch 
company. But if, without any provocation, two or 
three gentlemen will fall upon one, in an affair where- 
in his intereſt and reputation are equally embarked, 
they cannot certainly, after they have been content to 
print themſelves his enemies, complain of being put 
into the number of them. 

Others, I am told, pretend to have been once his 
Friends. Surely they are their enemies who ſay fo, 
-fince nothing can be more odious than to treat a friend 
as they have done. But of this I cannot perſuade my- 
ſelf, when I confider the conſtant and eternal averſion 
of all bad writers to a good one. : 
- Such as claim a merit from being his admirers, I 
would gladly aſk, if it lays him under a perſonal ob- 
| ligation? At that rate, he would be the moſt obliged 
humble ſervant in the world. I dare ſwear for theſe, 
in particular, he never deſired them to be his admirers,. 
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nor prom ĩſed in return to be theirs: That had truly 


been a ſign he was of their acquaintance; but would 


not the malicious world have ſuſpected ſuch am appro- 
dation of ſome motive worſe than ignorance, in the au- 
thor of the Eſſay on Criticiſm ? Be it as it will, the 
reaſons of their admiration, and of his contempt, are 
equally ſubſiſting; for his works and theirs are ths 
very ſame that they were. 


One, therefore, of their aſſertions I welders: may be 


true, That he has a contempt. for their writings.” 
And there is another, which would probably be ſoon- 
er allowed by himſelf than by any- good judge beſide, 
& That his own have found too much ſucceſs with the 
public“ But as it cannot conſiſt with his modeſty 
to claim this as a juſtice, it lies not on him, but en- 
tirely on the public, to defend its own judgment. 


There remains what in my opinion might ſeem a 


better plea for theſe people, than any they have made 
uſe of: If obſcurity or poverty were to exempt a man 
from ſatire, much more ſhould folly. or dullneſs, 
which are ſtill more involuntary; nay, as much ſo as 
perſonal deformity. But even this will not help them: 
Deformity becomes an object of ridicule u hen àa man 
ſets up for being handſome; and fo muſt dullneſs, 


when he ſets up for a wit. They are not ridiculed, 


_ becauſe ridicule in itſelf is, or ought to be, a pleaſure; 
but becauſe it is juſt to undeceive and vindicate the. ho- 


neſt and unpretending part of mankind from impoſi- 
tion; becauſe particular intereſt ought to yield to gene- 


ral, and a great number, who are not naturally fools, 
ought never to be made ſo, in complaiſance to a few 


who are. Accordingly we find, that, in all ages, all. 
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vain pretenders, were they ever ſo poor or ever ſo dull, 
have been conſtantly the topics of the moſt candid ſa- 
tiriſts, from the Coda of rg dene 
| Boileau. | | 
Having . Waben, the greateſt wot and 
molt zudicious critic of his age and country, adwirable 
for his taleats, and yet perhaps more admirable for his 
judgment in the proper application of them ; 1 can» 
not help remarking the reſemblance betwixt him and 
our author, in qualities, fame, and fortune ; in the 
diſtinctious ſhewn them by their ſuperiors, in the ge- 
veral eſteem of their equals, and in their extended re- 
putation among foreigners ; in the latter end of which 
ours has met with the better fate, as he has bad ſor his 
tranſlators. perſons of the moſt eminent rank and abi- 
lities in their reſpective nations. But the reſemblance 
holds in nothing more, than in being equally abuſed 
by the ignorant pretenders to poetry of their times; 
of which not the leaſt memory will remain but in their 
own writings, and in the notes made upon them. 
author has only in this; 1 dere anſwer for him he will 
do it in no more; and, on this principle, of attacking 
few but who bad flandered him, he cauld not have 
done it at all, had he been confined from{cenfuring ob- 
ſcure and worthleſs perſons ; for ſearce any other were 
his enemies. However, as the-parity is ſo remarkable, 
L hope it will continue to the laſt; and if ever he ſhould 
give us an edition of this poem himſelf, I may ſec 
ſome of them treated as gently, on their repentance or 
better merit, as Perrault and min OI by 
Boilcau, | 
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In one point, I muſt be allowed to think the cha- 


racter of our Engliſh poet the more amiable. He has 


not been a follower of fortune or ſucceſs ; he has lived 
with the great, without flattery; been a friend to men 
in power, without penſions, from whom, as he zſked, 
ſo he received, no favour, but what was done him in 
his friends. As his ſatires were the more juſt for be- 
ing delayed, ſo were his panegyrics beſtowed only on 
ſuch perions as he had familiarly known, only for 
ſuch virtues as he had long obſerved in them, and only 
at ſuch times as others ceaſe to praiſe, if not begin to 
calumniate them, I mean when out of power, or out of 
faſhion. A datire, therefore, on writers ſo notorious 
for the contrary practice, became no man ſo well as 
himſelf; as none, it is plain, was ſo little in their 
friendſhips, or fo much in that of thoſe whom they 
had moſt abuſed, namely the greateſt and beſt of all 
parties. Let me add a further reafon, that, though 
engaged in their friendſhips, he never eſpouſed their 
animoſities; and can almoſt ſingly challenge this ho- 
nour, not to have written a line of any man, which, 


through guilt, through ſhame, or through fear, 


through variety of fortune, or change of intereſts, he 
was ever unwilling to own, ; 

I ſhall conclude with remarking what a pleaſure it 
mult be to every reader of humanity, to ſee all along, 
that our author, in his very laughter, is not indulging 
his own Hl-nature, but only puniſhing that of others. 
As to his poem, thoſe alone are capable of doing it ju- 
tice, who, to uſe the words of a great writer, know 


how hard it is (with regard both to his ſubject and his 
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manner) Vetuſtis dare novitatem, obſoletis nitorem; 1 
E 8 gratiam. | nnd 


Your moſt humble - eras, 


Si Fames's, 
Dec. 22. 1728. n 


This gentleman was of Scotland, and bred at the 
univerſity of Utrecht with the Earl of Mar. He ſerved. 
in Spain under Earl Rivers. After the peace, he was 
made one of the eommiſſioners of the euſtoms in Scot- 
land, and then of taxes in England; in which having 
ſhewn himſelf for twenty years diligent, punctual, and 
incorruptible, (though without any other aſſi ſtance of 
fortune), he was ſuddenly diſplac'd by the miniſter, in 
the ſixty-cight-year of his age; and died two months 
after, in 1741. He was a perſon of univerſal learning, 
and an enlarged converſation; no. man had a warmer. 
keart for his friend, or a ſincerer attachment to the. 
conſtitution of. his country. 


MARTIN US SCRIBLERUS: 
HIS | 
PROLEGOMENA and ILLUSTRATIONS. 
TO THE 


D U N C E A D: 


WITH THE 


HYPERCRITICS of ARISTARC Huus. 


DExxis, Remarks on Pr. Axr nun. 


| I Cannot but think it is the moſt reaſonable thing in 
the world, to diſtinguiſh: good writers, by diſcou-- 


raging the bad. Nor is it an i/{-natured thing, in rela- 
tion even to the very perſons upon whom the reflec- 
tions are made. It is true, it may deprive them, a. 
little the ſooner, of a ſhort profit-and a tranſitory repu- 
tation ; but then it may have a good effect, and oblige 


them (before it be too late) to decline that for which 


they are ſo very unfit, and to have recourſe to ſomething, 
in which they may be more ſucceſsful. 


CHARACTER of Mr P. 1916. 


THE perſons whom Boileau has attacked, in his 
writings, have been, for the moſt part, authors, and 
moſt of thoſe authors, poets : And the cenſures he hath 
paſſed upon them have been confirmed by all Europe. 


GILDON, Pref. to his NEW REHEARSAL, 


IT is the common ery of the poetaſters of the town, 
and their fautors, that it is an i- natured thing to ex- 
poſe the pretenders to wit and poetry. The judges and. 
magiſtrates may, with full as good reaſon, be reproach- 
ed with ill nature for putting the laws in execution a- 
gainſt a thief or impoſtor. The ſame will hold in the 
republic of letters, if the critics and judges will let 
every ignorant * to ſcribbling paſs on the 
world. 
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"THEOBALD, Letter to Miſt, June 22. 1728. 


ATTACKS may be levelled, either againſt failures 
in genius, or againſt the pretenſions of writing without 
one. 


'CONCANEN, Ded. the Author of the Duneiad. 


A ſatire upon Dullneſs | is a thing that has been go 
and allowed in all ages. { 


| Out of thine own mouth will 1 dee thee, wichsl 
£ feribbler.! / | 


T E S T N ONE 
Ws e oF 3 es 
A.D;£ BH 0-.K:8 
* „ 4 
Our POET and his WORKS. 
M. SCRIBLER US Ledori S. 


DErogRx we preſent thee with our exercitations 
on this moſt delectable poem (drawn from the 
many volumes of our adverſaria on modern authors) 
we ſhall here, according to the laudable uſage of edi- 
tors, collect the various judgments of the learned con- 
cerning our poet: Various, indeed, not only of diffe- 
rent authors, but of the ſame author at different ſea- 
ſons. Nor ſhall we gather only the teſtimonies of ſuch 
eminent wits, as would of courſe deſcend to poſterity, 
and conſequently be read without our collection; but 
-we ſhall likewiſe, with incredible labour, ſeek out for 
divers others, which, but for this our diligence, could 
never, at the diſtance of a few months, appear to the 
eye of the moſt curicus. Hereby thou may'ſt not only 
receive the delectation of variety, but alſo arrive at a 


6 TESTIMONIES 


more certain judgment, by a_grave and circumſpect 
compariſon of the witneſſes with each other, or of 
each with himſelf. Hence alſo thou wilt be enabled to 
draw reflections, not only of a critical, but a moral 
nature, by being let into many particulars of the per- 
fon, as well as genius, and of the fortune, as well as 
merit, of our author: In which, if I relate ſome things 
of little concern peradventure to thee, and ſome of as 
little even to him; I entreat thee to conſider how mi- 
nutely all true critics and commentators are wont to 
inſiſt upon ſuch, and how material they ſeem to them- 
ſelves, if to none other. Forgive me, gentle reader, 
ik (following learned example) I ever and anon be- 
come tedious: Allow me to take the ſame pains to 
find whether my author were good or bad, well or ill- 
natured, modeſt or arrogant; as another, whether his 
author was fair or brown, ſhort or tall, or. whether he 
* wore 2 coat of a caffock. 
WMWWe purpoſed to begin with his life, parentage, and 
education: But as to theſe, even his cotemporaries do 
_ exceedingly differ. One faith *, he was educated at 
home; another 4, that he was bred at St Omer's by 
| Jeſvits; a third g, not at St Omer's, but at Oxford; 2 
fourth ||, that he had no univerſity education at all. 
Thoſe who allow bim to be bred at home, differ as 
much concerning his tutor: One faith 5, he was kept 
by his father on purpoſe; a ſecond J, that. he was an 


Giles Jacob's I. ives of Poets. vol. ii. in his life; 
4+ Dennis's Reflections on the Effay on Crit. 

I Dunciad diſſected, p. 4. | Guardian, No 40. 

8 Jacob's Lives, &c. vol. ii. J Dune. diſſect. p. 4. 


r AUDTHRORS; @ 


RNinerant prieſt ; a third“, that he was a parſon; 
one + calleth him a ſecular clergyman of the church 
of Rome; another t, a monk. As little do they agtee 
about his father, whom one { ſuppoſeth, like the fa- 
ther of Heſiod, a tradeſman or merchant ; another 8, 
a huſbandman ; another J, a hatter, &. Nor has an 

author been wanting to give our poet ſuch a father as 
Apuleius hath to Plato, Jamblichus to Pythagoras, 
and divers to Homer, namely, a daemon: For thus 
Mr Gildon “: Certain it is that his original is not 
from Adam, but the Devil; and that he wanteth 
© 5othing but horns and tail to be the exact image of 
his infernal father.” Finding, therefore, ſuch con- 
trariety of opinions, and (whatever be ours of this ſort 
of generation) not being fond to enter into controver- 
iy, we ſhall defer writing the life of our poet, till au- 
thors can determine among themſelves what parents 
or education he had, or whether he had any education 
or parents at all. | 


Farmer P. and his fon. + Dunciad diſſected. 
Characters of the times, p. 45. {| Female Danciad, 
p. ult. $ Dunciad diſſected. J Roome, Paraphraſe 
on the iv. of Geneſis, printed 1729. ** Character of | 
Mr P. and his writings, in a letter to a friend, printe:l - 
for 8. Popping 1716, p. 10. Curll, ia his Key to the 
Dunciad (firſt edit. ſaid to be printed for A. Dodd) in 
the tenth page, declared Gildon to be author of that 
libel; though, in the ſubſequent editions of his key, he 
left out this aſſertion, and affirmed (in the Curliad, p. 
4. and 8.) that it was written by Dennis only. 

Vor. IV- E 
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Proceed we to what is more certain, his works, 
though not leſs uncertain the judgments concerning 
them; beginning with his E884a4y on CxITICIS N, 
-of which hear firſt the moſt antient of critics, 


Mr JOHN "DENNIS. 


x His precepts are falſe or trivial, or both * his 
thoughts are crude and abortive, his expreſſions ab- 
© furd, his numbers harſh and unmuſical, his rhymes 


© trivial and common ;-—inſtead of majeſty, we have 


-* ſomething that is very mean; inſtead of gravity, 
« ſomething that is very boyiſh ; and, inſtead of per- 
< ſpicuity and lucid order, we have but too often ob- 

< ſeurity and confuſion.“ Aud, in another place: 

What rare numbers are here! Would not one ſwear 


© that this youngſter had eſpouſed ſome antiquated 


. < Muſe, who had ſued out a divorce from ſome ſuper- 
© annuated ſinner, upon account of impotence, and 
© who, being poxed by her former ſpouſe, has got the 

« gout in her decrepid age, which makes her hobble jo 


8 enn 2 
No leſs peremptory is the cenſure of our bypercriti- 


cal in p 
Mr OLDMIXON. 


H_ 


” I dare not ſay any thing of the Eſſay on Criticiſm 
© in verſe; but, if any more curious reader has diſco- 


Reflections critical and ſatirical on a raphſody, 
called, An Eſſay on Criticiſm, Printed for Bernard 
Lintot, £90. 


Qut 
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© yered in it ſomething new, which is not in Dryden's 
«. prefaces, dedications, and his eſſay on dramatic po- 
« etry, not to mention the French critics, I ſhould be 
very glad to have the benefit of the diſcovery *.” 

He is followed (as in fame, fe in Judgment) by the 
modcſt and lim eee 


Mr LEONARD WELS TE D. 


Who, out of great reſpect to our poct, not naming 
him, doth yet glance at his eſſay, together with the 
Duke of Buckingham's, and the criticiſms of Dryden, 
and of Horace, which he more openly taxeth T: As 
to the numerous treatiſes, eſſays, arts, &c. both in 
« verſe and proſe, that have been written by the mo- 
* derns on this ground-work, they do but hactney the 
* ſame thoughts over again, making them ſtill more ?rite. 
© Moſt of their pieces are nothing but a pert, inſipid 
© heap of common place. Horace has, even in his Art 
of Poetry, thrown out ſeveral things which plainly 
© ſhew he thought an art of poetry was of no uſe, even 
« while he was writing one.“ 

To all which great authorities we can only oppoſe 


that of 
Mr ADDISON. 


© + The Art of Criticiſm (faith he) which was pu- 
e bliſhed ſome months ſince, is a maſter-piece in its 


Eſſay on Criticiſm in proſe, octavo, x 728, by the 
author of the critical hiſtory of England. 
+ Pref, to his poems, p. 1 3==5 3, 8 No. 253» 
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kind. The obſervations follow one another, like 
«© thoſe in Horace's Art of Poetry, without that metho- 
dial regularity which would have been requiſite in a 
4 proſe writer. They are ſome of them z1commen, but 
« ſach as the reader muſt aſſent to, when he ſees them 


s explained with that eaſe and perſpicuity in which 


< they are delivered. As for thoſe which are the mo/7 
* known and the molt received, they are placed in fo 
beautiful a light, and iltuſtrated with ſuch apt al- 
luſions, that they have in them all the graces of no- 
velty; and make the reader, who was before ac- 
* quainted with them, ſtill more convinced of their 
© truth and ſolidity. And here give me leave to men- 
« tion what Monſieur Boileau has fo well enlarged up- 
© on in the preface to his works: That wit and fine 
« writing doth not confiſt ſo much in advancing things 
© that are new, as in giving things that are known an 
© agreeable turn. It is impoflible for us who live in 
© the latter ages of the world, to make obſervations in 
« criticiſm, morality, or any art or feience, which have 
© not been touched upon by others; we have little elſe 
left us, but to repreſent the common ſenſe of man- 
« kind in more ſtrong, more beautiful, or more un- 
common lights. If a reader examines Horace's Art 
© of Poetry, he will find but few precepts in it which 
© he may not meet with in Ariſtotle, and which were 
© not commonly known by all the poets of the Augu- 
© ſtan age, His way of expreſſing and applying them, 
© not his invention of them, is what we are chicily to 
5 admire. 

© Longinus, in his Reflections, has given us the ſame 


ind of ſublime, which be obſeryes in the ſcveral 


FO Y — a _ 1 3 
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© paſſages that occalioned them: I cannot but take 
© notice that our Engliſh author has, after the ſame 
© manner, exemplified ſeveral of the precepts in the 
© very precepts themſelves.” He then produces ſome 
inſtances of a particular beayty in the numbers, and 
concludes with ſaying, that * there are three poems in 
our tongue of the ſame nature, and each a maſter- 
piece in its kind: The Eſſay on Tranſlated Verſe ; 
© the Eſſay on the Art of Poctry ; and the Eſſay on 
« Criticiſm,” | 
Of WIN DSOR-FOR RST, poſitive is the judgment 


of the aſfirmative 


Mr JOHN DENNIS, 


«+ That it is a wretched rhapſody, impudently writ 


© in emulation of the Cooper's Hill of Sir John Den- 


ham: The author of it is obſcure, is ambiguous, is 
© affected, is temerarious, is barbarous . 
But the author of the Diſpenſary, 


Ar G 4 & K, 
in the preface to his poem of Claremont, differs from 


this opinion : * Thoſe who have ſeen theſe two excel- 
* lent poems of Cooper's Hill and Witidfor-Foreft, the 


© one written by Sir John Denham, the other by Mr 


Pope, will ſhew a great deal of candour if they ap- 


© prove of this. 


Letter to B. B. at the end of the Remarks on 


Pope's Homer. 


Printed 1728, p. 12. 
E 3 
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Of the ErrsTLE of ELors4, we are told by the 
obſcure writer of a poem called Sawney, © That, be- 
* cauſe Prior's Henry and Emma. charmed the fineſt 
© taſtes, our author writ his Eloiſe in oppoſition to it, 
© but forgot innocence and virtue: If you take away 
© her tender thoughts, and her fierce defires, all the reſt 
© 3s of no value.“ In which, methinks, his judgment 
reſembleth that of a French taylor on a villa and gar- 


dens by the Thames. All this is very fine, but take 


L away the river, and it is good for nothing.“ 
But very contrary hereunto was the opinion of 


Mr P R IOX 


bimſelf, ſaying, in his Alma , 


O Abelard! ill-fated youth, 
Thy tale will juſtify this truth: 
But well I weet, thy cruel wrong 
' Adorns a nobler poet's ſong : 
Dan Pope, for thy misfortune griev'd, 
With kind concern and {kill has weav'd' 
A ſilken web: And ne'er ſhall fade 
Its colours: Gently has he laid 
The mantle o'er thy fad diſtreſs, 
And Venus ſhall the texture bleſs, &c. 


Come we now to his tranſlation of the ILI1AD, cele- 
brated by numerous pens, yet ſhall it Luftice t to mention 
the indefatigable | 


* Alma, Canto II, 


a. Co 8 
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Sir RICHARD BLACK MORE, Kt. 


Who (tho? otherwiſe a ſevere cenſurer of our author) 
yet ſtileth this a © laudable tranſlation *.* That ready 
writer 


Mr OLD MIX ON, 


in his forementioned eſſay, frequently commends the 
ſame. And the painful 


Mr LEWIS THE OBALD 


thus extols it T: © The ſpirit of Homer breathes all 
through this tranſlation. I am in doubt, whether 
* I ſhould moit admire the juſtneſs to the original, or 
* the force and beauty of the language, or the ſounding 
variety of the numbers: But, when I find all theſe 
meet, it puts me in mind of what the poet ſays of one 
© of his heroes, That he alone rais'd and flung with 
* caſe a weighty ſtone, that two common men could not 
lift from the ground; juſt ſo, one ſingle perſon has 
performed in this tranſlation, what I once deſpaired 
to have ſeen done by the force of ſeveral maſterly 
© hands,* Indeed, the ſame gentleman appears to 
have changed his ſentiment in his Eſſay on the Art 
of ſinking in reputation, (printed in Miſt's Journal, 
March 30. 1728.) where he ſays thus: In order to 
* link in reputation, let him take into his head to de- 


* In his Eſſays, vol. 1. printed for E. Curl. 
+ Cenſor, vol. ii. n. 33. 
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« ſcend into Homer (let the world wonder, as it will, 
© how the devil he got there) and pretend to do him 
into Engliſh, fo his verſion denote his neglect of the 
© manner how.” Strange variation! We are told in 


MIS T's JOURNAL, June 8. 


That this tranſlation of the Iliad was not in all re- 
< peas conformable to the frac taſte of his friend Mr 
« Addiſon; inſomuch that he employed a younger muſe 

in an undertaking of this kind, which he ſuperviſed 
£ himſelf.” Whether Mr Addiſon did find it conform- 
able to his taſte or not, beſt appears from his own 
teſtimony the year followings its publication, in thete 
words: 


Mr AD DIS ON, FREEHOLDER, No. 40. 


When I conſider myſelf as a Britiſh frecholder, I 
© am in a particular manner pleafed with the labours 
© of thoſe who have improved our language with the 
© tranſlations of old Greek and Latin authors. We 
© have already moſt of their Hiftorians in our own 
tongue, and what is more for the honour of our lan- 
* guage, it has been taught to exprefs with elegance 
© the greateſt of their poets in each nation. The illi- 
© terate among our own countrymen may learn to 
judge from Dryden's Virgil of the moſt perfect epic 
© performance. And thoſe parts of Homer which have 
© been publiſhed already by Mr Pope, give us reaſon 
© to think that the Iliad will appear in Engliſh with 
* as little difadyantage to that immortal poem.” 
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As to the reſt, there is a flight miſtake, for this 
gounger muſe was an elaer : Nor was the gentleman 
(who is a friend of our author) employed by Mr Ad- 
diſon to tranſlate it after bim, ſince he faith himſelf 
that he did it before *. Contrariwiſe, that Mr Addiſon . 
engaged our author in this work, appcareth by decla- 
ration thereof in the preface to the Iliad, printed ſome 
time before his death, and by his own letters of Octo- 
ber 26. and November 2. 1713, where he declares 
it is his opinion, that no other perſon was equal to 


. 


Next comes his Shakeſpear on the ſtage: © Let him 
(quoth one, whom | take to be 


Mr THE OBA LD, Miſt's Journal, June 8. 1728.) 


< publiſh ſuch an author as he has leaſt ſtudied, and 
© forget to difcharge even the dull duty of an editor. 
© In this project let him lend the bookſeller his name 
© (for a competent ſum of money) to promote the cre 
dit of an exorbitant ſabſcription.* Gentle reader, 
be pleaſed to caſt thine eye on the propoſel below quo- 
ted, and on what follows (ſome months after the for- 
mer aflertion) in the fame Journaliſt of June 8. 
The bookſeller propoſed the book by ſubſcription, 
and raited ſome thouſands of pounds for the ſame: 
© I believe the gentleman did not ſhare in the profits 
© of this extravagant ſubſcription.” 


Vid. pref. to Mr Tickel's tranſlation of the firſt 
'book of the Iliad, quarto, 


74 TESTIMONIES: 
* Aſter the Iliad, he undertook (Laith 
MIS T's JOURNA L, June 8. 1126.) 


© the ſequel of that work, the Ody fley ; and having ſe- 
« cured the ſucceſs by a numerous ſubſcription, he 
employed ſome underlings to perform what, accord- 
ing to his propoſals, ſhould come from his own 
hands.“ To which heavy charge we can in truth 
oppoſe nothing but the words of 


Mr POP E's ProPosAL. for the Op4ssE x, 
(printed by J. Watts, Jan. 10. 1724.) 


© 1 take this occaſion to declare, that the ſubſcription. 
© for Shakeſpear belongs wholly to Mr Tonſon: And 
© that the benefit of his propoſal is not ſolely for my 
. © own uſe, but for that of 7/wo of my friends, who have 
© aſſiſted me in this work.“ But theſe very gentlemen 
are extolled above our poet himſelf in another of Miſt's 
Journals, March 30. 1728, ſaying, © That he would 
© not adviſe Mr Pope to try the experiment again of 
© getting a great part of a book done by aſſiſtants, 
© leſt thoſe extraneous parts ſhould unhappily aſcend 
© to the ſublime, and retard the declenſion of the 
© whole.* Behold! theſe underlings are become good 
writers.! | | 

If any ſay, that before the ſaid propoſals were print- 
ed, the ſubſcription was begun without declaration of 
uch aſſiſtance; verily thoſe who ſet it on foot, or (as 

their term is) ſecured it, to wit, the right honourable 
the Lord Viſcount Harcourt, were he living, would 


OF AUTHORS "WW 


teſtify, and the right honourable the Lord Bathurſt, 
now living, doth teſtify the ſame is a talſhood. 

Sorry I am, that perſous profeſſing to be learned, 5. 
or of whatever rank of authors, ſhould either falſely 
tax, or be falſely taxed. Yet let us, who are only re- 
porters, be impartial in our citations, and proceed. 


MIS T's JOUR NA L, June 8. 1728. 


Mr Addiſon raiſed this author from obſcurity, ob- 
© tained him the acquaintance and friendſhip of the 
« whole body of our nobility, and transferred his power- 
ful intereſts with taoſe great men to this riſing bard, 
* who frequently levied by that means unuſual con- 
© tributions on the public.“ Which ſurely cannot be, 
if, as the author of the Dunciad diſſected reporteth, 
Mr Wycherley had before © introduced him into a fa- 
© miliar acquaintance with the greateſt peers and 
© brighteſt wits then living,” 

No ſooner (faith the fame Journaliſt) was his bo- 
* dy lifeleſs, but this author, reviving his reſentment, 
© libelled the memory of his departed friend; and 
© what was ſtill more heinous, made the ſcandal pu- 
© blic,” Grieyous the accuſation ! unknown the accu- 
ſer, the perſon accuſed no witneſs in his own cauſe ; 
the perſon, in whoſe regard accuſed, dead ! but if there 
be living any one nobleman whoſe friendſhip, yea any 
one gentleman whoſe ſubſcription Mr Addiſon procu- 
red to our author; let him ſtand forth, that truth 
may appear! Amicus Plato, amicus Socrates, ſed magis 
amica veritas. In verity, the whole ſtory of the libel 
is a lye; witneſs thoſe porſons of integrity, wha, ſe- 
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veral years before Mr Addiſon's deceaſe, did fee and 
approve of the ſaid verſes, in no wile a libel, but a 
friendly rebuke ſent privately in our author's own hand 
to Mr Addiſon himſelf, and never made public, till af- 
ter their own journals, and Curl had printed the fame. 
One name alone, which I am here authoriſed to de- 
clare, will ſufficiently evinee this truth, that of the 
Tight honourable the Earl of Burlington. | 
Next is he taxed with a crime, (in the opinion of 
ſome authors, I doubt, more heinous than any in mo- 
rality) to wit, Plagiariſm, from the inventive and 
quaint-conceited | 


JAMES-MOOR E SMITH, Gent. 


© + Upon reading the third volume of Pope's Miſ- 
© cellanies, I found five lines which I thought excel- 
© lent; and happening to praiſe them, a gentleman 
© produced a modern comedy (the Rival Modes) pu- 
-© bliſhed laſt year, where were the ſame verſes to a 
©tittle. | 
 _ © Theſe gentlemen are undoubtedly the firſt plagia- 
ries, that pretend to make a reputation by ſtealing 
e from a man's works in his own life-time, and out of 
© 2 public print.” Let us join to this what is writ- 
ten by the author of the Rival Modes, the ſaid Mr 
James-Moore Smith, in a letter to our author himſelf, 
who had informed him, a month before that play was 
acted, Jan. 27. 1726-7, that * theſe verſes, which he 


+ Daily Journal, March 18. 1728, 


© had before given bim leave to inſert in it, would be 
* known for his, ſome copies being got abroad. He 
* delires, nevertheleſs, that ſince the lines had been 
read in his comedy to ſeveral, Mr. P. would not de- 
« prive it of them, &c. Surely, if we add the teſti- 
monies of the Lord Bolinghroke, of the Lady to 
whom the ſaid verſes wers originally addreſſed, of 
Hugh Bethel, Eſq; and others, who knew them as our 
author's, long before the ſaid gentleman compoſed his 
play; it is hoped, the ingenuous, that affect not error, 
will rectify their opinion by wg ſuffrage of ſo honou- 
rable perſonages. 

And yet followeth another charge, inſinuating » no 
leſs than his enmity both to church and fate, which 
could come from no other informer than the ſaid 


Mr JAMES-MOORE SMITH. 


© + The memoirs of pariſh clerk was a very dull 
© and unjuſt abuſe of a perſon who wrote in defence of 
© our religion and conſtitution, and who has been dead 
many years.“ This ſeemeth alfo moſt untrue; it 
being known to divers that theſe memoirs were writ- 
ten at the feat of the Lord Harcourt in Oxfordſhire, 
before that excellent perſon (Biſhop Burnet's) death, 
and many years before the appearance of that hiſto- 
ry, of which they are pretended to be an abuſe. Moft 
true it is, that Mr Moore had ſuch a defign, and was 
himſelf the man who preſſed Dr Arbuthnot and Mr 


+ Daily Journal, April 3. 1728. 
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Pope to aſſiſt him therein; and that he borrowed thoſe 
memoirs of our author, when that hiſtory came forth, 
with intent to turn them to ſach abuſe, But being a- 
ble to obtain from our author but one ſingle hint, and 
Either changing his mind, or having more mind than 
ability, he contented himſelf to keep the ſaid memoirs, 
and read them as his own to all his acquaintance. A 
noble perſon there is, into whoſe company Mr Pope 
once chanced to introduce him, who well remembereth 
the converſation of Mr Moore to have. turned upon 
the © Contempt he had for the work of that reverend 
« prelate, and how full he was of a deſign he declared 
© himſelf to have of expoſing it.” This noble perſon 
is the Earl of Peterborough. 1 

Here in truth ſhould we crave pardon of all the fore- 
ſaid right honourable and worthy perſonages, for ha- 
ving mentioned them in the ſame page with ſuch 
weekly riff-raff railers and rhymers; but that we had 
their ever-honoured commands for the fame; and that 
they are introduced not as witneſſes in the controverſy, 
but as witneſſes that cannot be controverted; not to 
diſpute, but to decide. | 

Certain it is, that dividing our writers into two claſ- 
ſs, of ſuch who were acquaintance, and of ſuch who 
were ſtrangers to our author; the former are thoſe 
who ſpeak well, and the other thoſe who ſpeak evil of 
him. Of the firſt claſs, the molt noble 


JOHN Duke of BUCKINGHAM 


ſums up his character in theſe lines; 
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© And yet ſo wond'rous, fo ſublime a thing, 
© As the great lliad ſcarce could make me ſing, 
« Unleſs I juſtly could at once commend 

A good companion, and as firm e friend 
One moral, or a mere well-natur'd deed, 
Can all deſert in ſciences exceed 1. 


$0 alſo is he deeyphered by the honourable 
SIMON HARCOURT. 


Say, wond'rous youth, what column wilt thou 
| 6 chuſe, ö 

What laurel'd arch, for thy triumphant Muſe ? 

© Tho? each great ancient court thee to his ſhrine, 


* Tho' ev'ry laurel thro' the dome be thine, 
Go to the good and jujt, an awful train! 
© Thy ſouls delight f.—— 


Recorded in like manner for his virtuous diſpoſition, 
and gentle bearing, by the ingenious 


Mr WALTER HART, 
in this apoſtrophe &: 


© O! ever worthy, ever crown'd with praiſe! 
© Bleſt in thy life and bleſt in all thy /ays. 

© Add, that the filters ev'ry thought refine, 
And ev'a thy life, be faultleſs as thy line. 


+ Verſes to Mr P. on his tranſlation of Homer, 
+ Poem prefixed to his works. 
$ In his poems, printed for B. Lintot. 
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Vet envy {till with fiercer rage purſucs, 
Obſcures the virtue and defames the Muſe. 

A ſoul like thine, in pain, in grief reſign'd, 

© Views with juſt ſcorn the malice of mankind.“ 


The witty and moral ſatiriſt 


Dr EDWARD YOUNG, 


wiſhing ſome check to the corruption and evil manner; 
of the times, calleth out upon our poct to undertake a 


talk fo worthy of his virtue: 


« Why flumbers Pope, who leads the Muſc's 
: © train, 
© Nor hears that Virtue, which be loves, complain f 


Mr MALLET, 


In his «<p ſtle on verbal criticiſm :; 


© Whoſe life, feverely ſcan'd, tranſcends his lays : 
For wit ſupreme, is but his ſecond praiſe.” 


Mr HAMMOND, 


That delicate and correct imitator of Tibullus, in his 
Love Elegies, Elegy xiv. | 
Now, fir'd by Pope, and Virtue, leave the age, 
kn low purſuit of ſelf- undoing wrong, 
- © And trace the author thro' his moral page, 
© Whoſe blameleſs life ſtill anſwers to his ſong. 


F Univerſal paſſion, ſat, 1. 


or AUTHORS 5 


Mr TH OMS ON, 


In his elegant and philoſophical poem of the Sea- 
ſons : : | | 

0 Altho' not ſweeter his o own Amar Goji: 

Let in his /fe the —— ſong.“ 


To the fame tune alſo ſingeth. that learned clerk of 


Suffolk, 


Mr WILLIAM BROOME. 


e + Thus, nobly fog in fair Virtue's 8 
From thy own Ie tranſcribe th' unerring laws.* 


And, to cloſe all, hear the. reverend dean of St Pu- 
trick's 3 - | | 


A foul with ev' ry virtue Flath, 

By patriots, prieſts, and poets taught, 
Whoſe filial piety excels | 
Whatever Grecian ſtory tells. 

A genius for each bus'neis fit, 

© Whoſe meaneſt talent is his wit, &c.* 


Let us now recreate thee by turning to the other 
fide, and ſhewing his character drawn by thoſe with 
whom he never converſed, and whoſe countenances he 
could not know, though turned againſt him: Firſt a 


+ In his poems, and at the end of the Odyſſey. 
Vor. IV. F N 


Wo 


| 
| 
| 
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gain commencing with the high voiced and never e- 
©  nough quoted | 


Who, in his reflections on the eſſay on criticiſm, thus 
deſcribeth him: A little affected hypocrite, who has 
nothing in his mouth but candour, truth, friendſhip, 
© good-nature, humanity, and magnanimity. He is ſo 
8 great a lover of falſhood, that, whenever he has a 
© mind to calumniate his contemporarics, he brands 
© them with ſome defect which is juſt contrary to ſome 
8 2 quality, for which all their friends and their ac- 
© guaintance commend them. He ſeems to bave a par- 
© ticular pique to people of quality, and authors of that 
© rank. —He muſt derive his religion from St Omer's.' 
But in the character of Mr P. and his writings, (print- 
ed by S. Popping, 1916) he faith, © Though he is a 
© profeſſor of the worſt religion, yet he laughs at it;; 
but that © nevertheleſs, he is a virulent papiſt, and yet a 
* pillar forthe church of England.' 
Of both which opinions 


Mr LEWIS THEOBALD 


ſeems alſo to be; declaring, in Miſt's Journal of June 
22. 1718, That, if he is not ſhrewdly abuſed, © he 
© made it his practice to cackle to both parties in their 
* own ſentiments.” But, as to his pigue againſt peo- 
ple ef quality, the ſame Journaliſt doth not agree, 
but faith, (May 8. 1728.) He had, by ſome means 


- * 1 22 
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© or other, the ——— and EY of the wh 
« body of our nobility * q 25 

However contradictory this may appear, Mr Dennis 
and Gildon, in the character lait cited, make it all 
plain, by aſſuring us, That he is a creature that re- 
6 conciles all contradictions; he is a beaſt and a man 
a Whig and a Tory; a writer (at one and the ſame 
time) of Guardians and Examiners; an aſſertor of li- 


A berty, and of the diſpenſing power of kings; a Je- 


« ſuitical proſeſſor of truth; a baſe and a foul preten- 
der to candour,' So that, upon the whole account, 


ve mult conclude him either to have been a great hy- 


pocrite, or a very honeſt man; a terrible impoſer up- 
on both partics, or very moderate to cither. 

Be it as to the judicious reader ſhall ſeem good. 
Sure it is, he is little favoured of certain authors, 
whoſe wrath is perilous : For one declares he ought 
to have a price ſet on his head, and to be hunted down as 
a wild beaſt f Another proteſts that he does not 
know what may happen ; adviſes him to inſure his per- 
ſon ; ſays he has bitter enemies, and expreſsly declares 
it will be well if he eſcapes with his life f. One deſires 
he would cut his own throat, or hang himſelf S. But 
Paſquin ſeemed rather inclined it ſhould be done by the 
government, repreſenting him engaged in grievous de- 
ſigns with a lord of parliament, then under proſecu- 
fon 7. Mr Dennis himſelf hath written to a miniſter, 


* The names of two weekl papers. 
+ Theobald, letter in Miſt's Journal, June 22. 1728. 
+ Smedley, pref. to Gulliveriana, p. 14. 16, S Gul- 
liveriana, p. 31 1 Anno 1723. 
F 
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that he is one of the moſt dangerous perſons in this king- 
dom * ; and aſſureth the public, that he is an open and 
mortal enemy to his country ; a monſter, that will one 
day ſhew as daring a foul as a mad Indian, who runs a 
neck to kill the firſt Chriſtian he meets 7. Another 
gives information of reaſon diſcovered in his poem f. 
Mr Curl boldly ſupplies an imperfc verſe with 
tings and princeſſes |. And one Mathew Concanen, 
yet more impudent, publiſhes at length the two moſt 
feered names in this nation, as members of the Dun- 
clad 81 | 

Ibis is prodigious! ! yet it is almoſt as n that, 
in the midſt of theſe invectives, his greateſt enemies 
have (I know not bong: borne er to Fw me» 


nnn. 
u THAOBALD, 


in ceaſuring his Shakeſpear, declares, He has ſo great 
9 eftcem for Mr Pope, and ſo high an opinion of bis 
l and eee that, wa he 


'S Aano 3; 

+ Preface to Rem, on the Rape of the Lock, p 12. 
and in the laſt page of that treatiſe, _ 

4 Page 6. 7. of the preface, by Coneanen, toa book, 
entitled, A Collection of all the Letters, Eſſays, Verſes, 
and Advertiſements, occaſioned by Pope and Swift's 
Miſcellanies. Printed for A. Moore, 8vo, 1712. 

- | Key to the Dunciad, third edition, p. 18. 

$. A Liſt of Perſons, &c. at the end of the foremen- 

tioned Collection of all the Letters, Eſſays, &c. 
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* 


© profeſſes a veneration almoſt riſing to idolatry for the 
« writings of this inimitable poet, he would be very 


« loth even to do him juitice, at the n * that 
eber . s character *. 


Mr CHARLES GILDON, 


after having violently attacked him in many pieces, at 
laſt came to wiſh, from his heart, That Mr Pope 
would be prevailed upon to give us Ovid's Epiſtles 
* by his hand, for it is certain we ſee the original of 
* Sappho to Phaon with much more life and likeneſs 
© in his verſion, than in that of Sir Car. Scrope. And 
this (he adds) is the more to be wiſhed, becauſe, in the 
© Engliſh tongue, we have ſcarce any thing truly and 
* naturally written upon love r.“ He alſo, in taxing 
Sir Richard Blackmore for his heterodox opinions of 
Homer, challengeth him to anſwer what Mr Pope hath 


aid in his preface to that poet. 


Mr o LD MIX ON 


calls him a great maſter of our tongue ; * declares the 
* purity and perfection of the Engliſh language to 
* be found in his Homer; and ſaying there are more 

good verſes in Dryden's Virgil than in any other 
* work, except this of our author only f. 


* Introduction to his Shakeſpeare reſtored, in 4to, 
* = F 
+ Commentary oa the Duke of Buckingham's Eſſay, 
vo, 1721, p. 97. 98. f In his proſe Eſſay on Criticiſm, 
TI 
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The Author of a Letter to Mr CIBBER 
ſays, * Pope was fo good a verſifier [once] that his 
* predeceſſor Mr Dryden, and his cotemporary Mr 


Prior excepted, the harmony of his numbers is equal 
© to any body's. And, that he had all the merit that 


© a man can have that way,” And 
Mr THOMAS COOKE, 
after much blemiſhing our author's Homer, crieth out, 


« © But in his other works what beauties ſhine! 


While ſweeteſt Muſic dwells in ev'ry line. | 
© Theſe he admir'd, on theſe he ſtamp'd his praiſe, 
And bade them live to brighten future days f. 


So alſo one who takes the name of 
H STANHOPE, 
the maker of certain verſes to Duncan Campbell }, 
in that poem, which is wholly a ſatire upon Mr Pope, 
confeſſeth, | 
_ ©Tis true, if fineſt notes alone could 8 
(Tun'd juſtly high, or regularly low) 


© That we ſhould fame to theſe mere vocals give; 
© Pope more than we can offer ſhould receive : 


Printed by J. Roberts, 1742, p. 17. 

+ Battle of poets, folio, p. 15. 

{ Printed under the title of the Progreſs of Dul- 
neſs, duodecimo, 1728. 
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© For when ſome gliding river is his theme, 
His lines run ſmoother than the ſmootheſt 
© ſtream,” &e. 


MIS T's JOURNAL, June 8. 1128. 


Although he ſays, The ſmooth numbers of the Dun- 
* ciad are all that recommend it, nor has it any other 
© merit;* yet that ſame paper hath theſe words : * The 
author is allowed to be a perfect maſter of an eaſy and 
elegant verſification, In all his works we find the 
* molt happy turns, and natural ſimilies, wonderfully | 
£ ſhort, and thick ſown. 

The Eſſay on the Dunciad alſo owns, p. 25. it is ve- 
ry full of beautiful images. But the panegyric, which 
crowns all that can be ſaid on this poem, is beſtowed 
by our Laureate, 


Mr Coane CIBBER, 


who © grants it to be a better poem of its kind than 
ever was writ:* But adds, it was a victory over a 
© parcel of poor wretches, whom it was almoſt cou ar- 
dice to conquer. A man might as well triumph 
© for having killed ſo many filly flies that offended 
© him. Could he have let them alone, by this time, 
poor ſouls! they had all been buried in oblivion f.“ 
Here we ſee our excellent Laureate allows the juſtice of 
the ſatire on every man in it, but himſelf, as the great 
Mr Dennis did before him. | ; " 


'+ Cibber's Letter to Mr Pope, p. 9. 12. 
F 4 
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The ſaid 
Mr DENNIS and Me GIL DON, 


in the moſt furious of all their works (the forecited 
A p. . do in concert + confeſs, * That ſome 


Fin concert] Hear how Mr Dennis hath proved our 
miſtake in this place. As to my writing in concert 
© with Mr Gildon, I declare, upon the honour and 
© word of a gentleman; that I never wrote ſo much as 
© one line in concert with any one man whatſoever.. 
© And theſe two letters from Gildon will plainly ſhew, 
That we are not writers in concert with each other. 


Sir, 
The height of my ambition is to pleaſe men of 
© the beſt judgment; and finding that I have entertain- 


ed my maſter agreeably, I have the extent of the re- 
ward of my labour.” 


'C Sir, 
© T had not the opportunity of heating of your ex- 
© cellent pamphlet till this day. I am infinitely ſatis- 
© fied and pleaſed with it, and hope you will meet with 
© that eneouragement your admirable performance de- 
1 — &c. Us. G1LDUN, 


; Now, i is it not ks. that any one who ſends ſueli 
© compliments to another, as not been uſed to write 
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© men of good underſtanding value him for his rhymes.” 
And (p. 17.) That he has got, like Mr Bayes in 
the Rehearſal, (that is, like Mr Dryden), a notable 
knack at rhyming, and writing ſmooth verſe.” | 
Of his Eſſay on Man, numerous were the praiſes he- 
ſtowed by his avowed enemies, in the imagination that 
the ſame was not written by him, as it was printed a- 
nonymouſly. | 
Thus ſang of it even 
BEZALEEL MORRIS. 
* Auſpicious bard! while all admire thy ſtrain, 
All but the ſelfiſh, ignorant, and vain, 
© I, whom no bribe to ſervile flatt'ry drew, 
Muſt pay the tribute to thy merit due: 
Thy Muſe ſublime, ſignificant and clear, 
Alike informs the ſoul, and charms the ear, &c- 
And 
Mr LEONARD WELSTED 
thus wrote + to the unknown author, on the firſt pu- 
blication of the ſaid eſſay; * I muſt own, after the re- 


* ception which the vileſt and moſt immoral ribaldry 
* hath lately met with, 1 was ſurpriſed to ſee what I 


© had long deſpaired, a performance deſerving the name 


* in partnerſhip with him to whom he ſends them! 
Dennis remarks on the Dunc. p. 5#. Mr Dennis is 
therefore welcome to take this piece to himſelf. 
+ In a letter under his hand, dated March 12. 1733. 
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© of a poet. Such, Sir, is your work. It is, indeed, 
© above all commendation, and ought to have been 
© publiſhed in an age and country more worthy of it. 
© If my teſtimony be of weight any where, you are 
© jure to have it in the ampleſt manner, &c. &c. &c. 

Thus we ſee every one of his works hath been extol- 
led by one or other of his moſt inveterate enemies; 
and to the ſucceſs of them all they do unanimouſly 
give teſtimony. But it is ſufficient, inſtar omnium, to 
behold the great critic, Mr Dennis, ſorely lamenting 
it, even from the eſſay on criticiſm to this day of the 
Dunciad! A moſt notorious inſtance (quoth he) of 
< the depravity of genius and taſte, the approbation this 
© eſſay meets with l can fafely affirm, that | never 
attacked any of theſe writings, unleſs they had ſuc- 
© ceſs infinitely beyond their merit. —This, though an 
empty, has been a popular ſcribbler. The epidemic 
© madneſs of the times has given him repztation 4 — if, 
© after the crucl treatment ſo many extraordinary mea 
© (Spencer, Lord Bacon, Ben Johnſon, Milton, But- 
ler, Otway, and others) have received from this 
* country, for theſe laſt hundred years, I ſhould ſhift 
© the ſcene, and ſhew all that penury changed at once 
© to riot and profuſeneſs ; and more ſquandered away 
upon one object, than would have fatisfied the greater 
© part of thoſe extraordinary men; the reader to 
© whom this one creature ſhould be unknown, would 
fancy him a prodigy of art and nature, would be- 


+ Dennis, Pref. to his Reflect. on the Eſſay on 
Criticiſm. | 
t Preface to his Remarks on Homer. 
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* lieve that all the great qualities of theſe perſons were 
centered in him alone. But if I ſhould venture to 
* aſſure him, that the people of England had made ſuch 
42 choice—the reader would either believe me a ma- 
© licious enemy and ſlanderer ; or that the reign of the 
© Jaſt (Queen Anne's) miniſtry was deſigned by fate to 
encourage fools .“ 

But it happens, that this our poet never had any 
place, penſion, or gratuity, in any ſhape, from the ſaid 
glorious queen, or any of her miniſters. All he owed, 


in the whole courſe of his life, to any court, was a ſub- 


ſcription, for his Homer, of L. 200 from K. George l. 
and L. 100 from the prince and princeſs. 


However, leſt we imagine our author's ſucceſs was 


conſtant and univerſal, they acquaint us of certaia 
works in a leſs degree of repute, whereof, although 


owned by others, yet do they aſſure us he is the writer. 
Of this ſort Mr Dennis | aſeribes to him two farces, 


whoſe names he does not tell, but aſſures us that there 
is not one jeſt in them : And an imitation of Horace, 
whoſe title he does not mention, but aſſures us it is 
much more execrable than all his works S. The Daily 
Journal, May 11. 1728, aſſures us, He is below 

Tom Durfey in the drama, becaufe (as that writer 
* thinks) the Marriage Hater matched, and the Board- 
ing School, are better than the What · d'ye-call-it ;* 
which is not Mr P.'s, but Mr Gay's. Mr Gildon 
aſſures us, in his New Rehearſal, p. 48. That he was 


+ Rem. on Homer, p. 8. 9. 
þ Ibid. p. 8. 
$ Character of Mr Pope, p. 7. 
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« writing a play of the Lady Jane Grey ;* but it aſter- 
wards proved to be Mr Row's. We are aſſured by 
another, He wrote a pamphlet called Dr Andrew 
« Tripe +;* which proved to be one of Dr Wagſtaff's. 
Mr Theobald aſſures us, in Miſt of the 27th of April, 
That the treatiſe of the Profaund is very dull, and 
that Mr Pope is the author of it.“ The writer of 
Gulliveriana is of another opinion; and ſays, the 
* whole, or greateſt part, of the merit of this treatiſe 
© muſt and can only be aſcribed to Gulliver 3.“ [Here, 
gentle reader! cannot 1 but ſmile at the ſtrange 
blindneſs and poſitiveneſs of men; knowing the ſaid 
treatiſe to appertain to none other but to me, Marti- 
nus Scriblerus. ] 
We are aſſured, in Miſt of June 8. . That his own 

* plays and farces would better have adorned the 
© Dunciad, than thoſe of Mr Theobald; for he had 
neither genius for tragedy nor comedy. Which, 
whether true or not, is not eaſy to judge; in as much 
as he hath attempted neither. Unleſs we will take it 
for granted, with Mr Cibber, that his being once 
very angry at hearing a friend's play abuſed, was 
an infallible proof the play was his own; the faid Mr 
Cibber thinking it impoſſible for a man to be much 
concerned for any but himſelf: Now let any man 
judge (faith he) by this concern, who was the true 
© mother of the child 5. 


1 Character of Mr Pope, p. 6. 
4 Gulliv. p. 376. 
$ Cibber's Letter to Mr P. p. 15. 
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But from all that hath been ſaid, the diſcerning read- 
er will collect, that it little availed our author to have 
any candour, ſinee, when he declared he did not write 
for others, it was nat credited ; as little to bave any 
modeſty, ſince, when he declined writing in any way 
bimſelf, the preſumption of others was imputed to him. 
If he ſingly enterpriſed one great work, he was taxed 
of boldneſs and madneſs to a prodigy+; If be took 
aſſiſtants in another, it was complained of, and re- 
reſented as a great injury to the public f. The lof- 
tieſt heroics, the loweſt ballads, treatiſes againſt the 
ſtate or church, ſatires on lords and ladies, raillery on 
wits and authors, ſquabbles with bookſellers, or even 
full and true accounts of monſters, poiſons, and mur- 


ders; of any hereof was there nothing ſo good, no- 
thing ſo bad, which hath not at one or other ſeaſon 


been to him aſcribed. If it bore no author's name, 
then lay he concealed; If it did, he fathered it upon 
that author, to be yet better concealed: If it reſem- 
bled any of his ſtyles, then was it evident; if it did 
not, then diſguiſed he it on ſet purpoſe. Yea, even 
direct oppolitions in religion, principles, and politics, 
have equally been ſuppoſed in him inherent. Surely 
a moſt rare and ſingular character! of which let the 
reader make what he can. | 5 
Doubtleſs moſt commentators would hence take oc- 
caſion to turn all to their author's advantage, and 


+ Burnet's Homerides, p. 1. of his tranſlation of 
the Iliad, 

The London and Miſt's Journals, on his under- 
taking the Odyſſey. 
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from the teſtimony of his very enemies would affirm, 
That bis capacity was boundleſs, as well as his imagt- 
nation; that he was a perfect maſter of all ſtyles, 
and all arguments; and that there was in thoſe times 
no other writer ia any kind, of any degree of excel- 
lence; fave he himſelf. © But as this is not our own 
ſentiment, we ſhall determine on nothing; but leave 
thee. gentle reader, to ſteer thy judgment equally be- 
tween various opinions, and to chuſe whether thou 
wilt incline to the teſtimonies of authors avowed, or of 
authors concealed ; of thoſe who. knew him, or of 
thoſe who knew him not. P. 


MARTIN US SCRIBLE RUS 
Of the PO E M. 


THIS poem, as it celebrateth the moſt grave and 
4 & ancient of things, Chaos, Night, and Dulneſs ; 
ſo is it of the moſt grave and ancient kind. Homer 
(faith Ariſtotle) was the firſt who gave the form, and 
(faith Horace) whe adapted the meaſure, to heroic 
poeſy. But even before this, may he rationally pre- 
ſumed from what the antients have left written, was 
a piece by Homer compoſed, of like nature and matter 
with this of our poet. For of epic ſort it appeareth 
to have been, yet of matter ſurely not unpleaſant ; wit- 
neſs what is reported of it by the learned Archbiſhop 
Euſtathius, in Odyſfl. x. And accordingly Ariſtotle, 
in his Poetic, chap. iv. doth further ſet forth, that as 
the Iliad and Odyſſey gave example to tragedy, ſo did 
this poem to comedy its firſt idea. 

From theſe authors alſo it ſhould ſeem, that the 
hero, or chief perſonage of it was no leſs obſcure, and 
his underſtanding and ſentiments no leſs quaint and 
ſtrange (if indeed not more ſo) than any of the actors 
of our poem. MaRGITEs was the name of this per- 
ſonage, whom antiquity recordeth to have been Dunce 
the firſt ; and ſurcly from what we hear of him, not 
unworthy to be the root of ſo ſpreading a tree, and 
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ſo numerous a poſterity. The poem therefore celebra- 
ting him, was properly and abiolutely a Dunciad ; 
which, though now unhappily loſt, yet is its nature 
ſufficiently known by the infallible tokens aforeſaid. 
And thus it doth appear, that the firſt Dunciad was 
the firlt epic poem, written by Homer himſelf, and 
anterior even to the lliad or Odyſſey. 

Now, foraſmuch as our poet hath tranſlated thoſe 
two famous works of Homer which are yet left, he 
did conceive it in ſome ſort his duty to imitate that 
alſo which was loſt: And was therefore induced to 
beſtow on it the ſame form which Homer's is reported 
to have had, namely, that of epic poem; with a title 
alſo framed after the ancient Grak —_ to vit, 
that of Dunciad. 

Wonderful it is, that ſo few of hs 8 have 
been ſtimulated to attempt ſome Duneiad ! ſince, in the 
opinion of the multitude, it might coſt leſs pain and 
oil than an imitation of the greater epic. But poſ- 
ſible it is alſo, that, on due reflection, the maker might 
find it eaſier to paint a Charlemagne, a Brute, or a 
Godfrey, with juſt pomp and dignity Sour; than a 
Margites, a Codrus, or a Fleckno. | 

We ſhall next declare the occaſion” and the cauſe 
which moved our poet to this particular work. He 
lived in thoſe days, when (after Providence had per- 
mitted the invention of printing as a ſcourge for the 
ſins of the learned) paper alſo became ſo cheap, and 
Printers ſo numerous, that a deluge of authors covered 
the land: Whereby not only the peace of the honeſt 
unuriting ſubject was daily moleſted, but unmerciful 
demands were made of his applauſe, yea of his money, 
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by ſuch as would neither earn the one, nor deſerve the 


other. At the ſame time, the licenſe of the preſs was 
ſoch, that it grew dangerous ta refuſe them either: 
For they would forthwith publiſh ſlanders unpuniſhed, 


the authors being anonymous, and ſkulking under the 


wings of publiſhers, a ſet of men who never ſerupled 
to vend either calumny or blaſphemp, as long as the 
'town would call for it. 

* Now, our author living in theſe times, did con- 
ceive it an endeavour well worthy an honeſt ſatiriſt, to 
diſſuade the dull, and puniſh the wieked, the only way 
tbat was left, In that publie-ſpirited view, he laid 
the plan of this poem, as the greateſt ſervice he was 
capable (without much hurt, or being ſlain) to ren» 
der bis dear country, Firſt, taking things from their 
original, he conſidereth the cauſes creative of ſuch au- 
'thors, namely, Dulneſs and Poverty ; the one born 
with them, the other «contrafted by negle& of their 
proper talents, through ſelf-conceit of greater abilities. 
This truth he wrappeth in allegory t, (as the conſtrue- 
tion of Epic poeſy requireth), and feigus that one of 


'theſe goddeſſes had taken up her abode with the other, 


and that they jointly inſpired all ſuch writers and ſuch 
works f. He proceedeth to ſhew the gualities they be- 


ſtow on theſe authors, and the effects they produce : 


Then the materials, or ſtock, with which they furniſh 


them §; and (above all) that ſelf-opinion I which can- 
ſeth it to ſeem to themſelves vaſtly greater than it is, 


* Vide Boſſu, Du poeme Epique, chap. viii. 
+ Boſſu, chap. vii. + Book I. ver 32, &c. 
| Ver. 45. to 34. 8 Ver. 57. j. | Ver. 80. 
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and is the prime motive of their ſetting up in this ſa 
and ſorry merchandize, The great power of theſe 
goddeſſes acting in allianee, (whereof as the one is the 
mother of Induſtry, fo is the other of Plodding) was 
to be exemplified in fome one great and remarkable 


action; and none could be more fo than that which 


our poet hath choſen, viz. the reſtoration of the reign 
of Chaos and Night, by the miniſtry of Dullneſs their 
daughter, in the removal of her imperial ſeat from the 
city to the polite world; as the action of the Aneid 
is the reſtoration of the empire of Troy, by the re- 
moval of the race from thenee to Latium. But as 


Homer, finging only the wrath of Achilles, yet in- 
cludes in his poem the whole hiſtory of the Trojan 


war; in like manner, our author hath drawn into 
this ſingle action the om hiſtory of Dulneſs and her 
children. 

A perſon muſt next be fixed upon to ſupport this 
action. This phantom in the poet's mind muſt have a 
name : He ſinds it to be ; and he becomes 
of courſe the hero of the poem. 2 

The fable being thus, according to the beft example, 


one and entire, as contained in the propoſition ; the 


machinery is a continued chain of allegories, ſetting 
forth the whole pow'r, miniſtry, and empire of Dull- 


'*- neſs, extended through her ſubordinate inſtruments, 


in all her various operations. 
This is branched into epi/5des, each of which bath 


its moral apart, though all conducive to the main end. 


6 Boſſa, chap. vii. viii. 
1 Boſſu, chap. viii. Vide Ariſtot. Poetic. cap. ix. 
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The crowd aſſembled in the ſecond book, demonſtrates 
the delign to be more extenſive than to bad poets on- 
ty, and that we may expect other epiſodes of the pa- 
trons, encouragers, or paymaſters of ſuch authors, as 
occaſion ſhall bring them forth. And the third: book, 
| if well conſidered, ſeemeth to embrace the whole 
world. Each of the games relateth to ſome or other 
vile claſs of writers : The firſt concerneth the plagiary, 
| to whom he giveth the name of More; the ſecond the 
libellous novelliſt, whom he ſtileth Eliza; the third, 
| the flattering dedicator; the fourth, the bawling critic, 
| or noiſy poet; the fifth, the dark and dirty party- 
writer; and ſo of the reſt: Aſſigning to each ſome 
proper name or other, ſuch as he could find. 
As for the charaFers, the public | hath already ac- 
| knowledged how juſtly they are drawn: The man- 
g ners are fo depicted, and the ſentiments fo peculiar to 
thoſe to whom applied, that ſurely to transter them to 
any other or wiſer perſonages, would be exceeding dif- 
ä fſicult: And certain it is, that every perſon concerned, 
being conſulted apart, hath readily owned the reſem- 
blance of every portrait, his own excepted. So Mr 
| Cibber calls them, a parcel of poor wretches, ſo many 
* filly flies *: But adds, our author's wit is remarkably 
| © more bare and barren, whenever it would fall foul 
© on Cibber, than upon any other perſon whatever.” 
The deſcriptions are ſingular, the compariſons very 
_ quaint, the narration various, yet of one colour: The 
= purity and chaſtity of diction is ſo preſerved, that, in 


. Cibber's Letter to Mr P. pag. 9. 12. 41. 
| 62 
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the places moſt ſaſpicious, not the words, but only the 
3mages have been cenſured, and yet are thoſe images no 
other than have been ſanctified by antient and claſ- 
fical authority, (though, as was the manner of thofe 
good times, not ſo curiouſſy wrapped up), yea, and 
commented upon by the moſt grave doctors and ap- 
As it beareth the name of Epir, it is thereby ſub · 
jected to ſuch ſevere and indiſpenſable rules as are laid 
on all neoterics, a ſtrict imitation of the antients; in- 
ſomuch that any deviation, accompanied with what- 
ever poetic beauties, hath always been cenſured by the 
ſound critic, How exact that imitation hath been in 
this piece, appeareth not only by its general ſtructure, 
but by particular alluſions iufinite, many wbereof have 
eſcaped both the commentator and the poet himſelf; 
yea divers, by his exceeding diligence, are ſo altered 
and inter woven with the reſt, that ſeveral have already 
"been; and more will be, by the ignorant, abuſed, as al- 
together and originally his own. 
In à word, the whole poem proveth itſelf to be the 
work of our author when his faculties were in full vi- 
- gour and perfection; at that exat time when years 
have ripened the judgment, without diminiſhing the 
imagination: Which, by good critics, is held to be 
punctually at forty. For, at this ſeaſon it was that 
Virgil finiſhed his Georgics; and Sir Richard Black- 
more, at the like age, compoſing his Arthurs, declared 
the ſame to be the very acme and pitch of life for epic 
poeſy: Though, ſince, he hath altered it to ſixty, the 
year in which he publiſhed his Alfred ® Prue it is, 


See his Eſſays. 
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that the talents for criticiſm, namely, ſmartneſs, quick 
cenſure, vivacity of remark, certainty of aſſeveration, 
indeed all but acerbity, ſeem rather the gifts of youth 
than of riper age: But it is far otherwiſe in poetry; 
witneſs the works of Mr Rymer and Mr Dennis, who, 
beginning with criticiſm, became afterwards ſuch poets 
as no age hath paralleled. With good reaſon, there- 
fore, did our author chuſe to write his eſſay on that 
ſubject at twenty, and reſerve for his maturer years this 


great and wonderful work of the Dunciad, 
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F the nature of Dunciad in general, whence de- 
rived, and on what authority founded, as well 
as of the art and conduct of this our poem in parti- 
lar, the learned and laboribus Scriblerus hath, accor- 

ding to his manner, and with tolerable ſhare of judg- 

ment, diſſertated. But, when he cometh to ſpeak of 
the perſon of the hero fitred for ſuch poem, in truth 
he miſerably halts and hallucinates. For, miſled by 
one Monſieur Boſſu a Gallic critic, he prateth of I can- 
not tell what phantom of a hero, only raiſed up to 
ſupport the fable. A putid conceit! As if Homer 
and Virgil, like modern undertakers, who firſt build 
their houſe, and then ſeck out for a tenant, had contri- 

ved the ſtory of a war and a wandering, before they 
once thought either of Achilles or Eneas. We ſhall 

therefore ſet our good brother and the world alfo right 

ia this particular, by aſſuring them, that, in the great- 
er epic, the prime intention of the Muſe is to exalt 
heroic virtue, in order to propagate the love of it 

among the children of men; and, conſequently, that 

the poet's firſt thought muſt needs be turned upon a 

| | G4 
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real ſubject, meet for laud and celebration; not one 
whom he is to make, but one whom he may find, tru- 
ly illuſtrious. This is the primum mobile of his poe- 
tic world, whence every thing is to receive life and 
motion. For, this ſubject being found, he is imme- 
diately ordained, or rather acknowledged, an hero, and 

put upon ſuch action as befitteth the dignity of his. 
character. | 

But the Muſe ceaſeth not here her eagle flight, 
For ſometimes, ſatiated with the contemplation of theſe 
funs of glory, ſhe turneth downward on her wing, 
and darts with Jove's lightning on the gooſe and ſer- 
pent kind. For we may apply to the Muſe, in her va- 
rious moods, what an antient maſter of wiſdom affirm- 
eth of the Gods in general: Si Dii non irafcuntur 
vimpiis et injuſtis, nec pios utique juſtoſque diligunt. 
© In rebus enim diverſis, aut in utramque partem mo- 
© yeri neceſſe eſt, aut in neutram. Itaque, qui bonos 
* dilipit, et malos odit; et qui malos non odit, nec 
© bonos diligit. Quia et diligere bonos ex odio malo- 
rum venit; et malos odiſſe ex bonorum caritate de- 
© ſeendit.” Which, in our vernacular idiom, may be. 
thus interpreted: Tf the Gods be not provoked at 
evil men, neither are they delighted with the good 
and juſt. For contrary objects muſt either excite 
© contrary aſſections, or no affections at all, So that 
he who loveth good men, muſt at the ſame time hate 
the bad; and he who hateth not bad men, cannot 
© love the good; becauſe, to love good men, proceed- 
«eth from an averſion to evil; and to hate evil men, 
from a tenderneſs to the good.” Prom this delicacy 

of the Muſe aroſe the Little Epic, (more lively and- 
eboleric than her elder ſiſter, whoſe bulk and com- 
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plexion incline her to the flegmatic); and for this. 


ſome notorious vehicle of vice and folly was ſought: 


out, to make thereof an example. An early inſtance 
of which (nor could it eſcape the accurate Scriblerus): 


the father of epic poem himſelf affordeth us. From 


him the practice deſcended to the Greek dramatic 
poets, his offspring; who, in the compoſition of their 
Tetralogy; or ſet of four pieces, were wont to make the 
laſt a Satiric Tragedy: Happily one of theſe ancient. 
Dunciads (as we may well term it) is come down unto- 
us amongſt the tragedies of the poet Euripides. And 
what doth the reader ſuppoſe may be the ſubject there- 
of? Why, in truth, and it is worthy obſervation, the 
unequal contention of an old, dull, debauched buffoor. 


Cyclops, with the heaven - directed favourite f Minerva; 


who, after having quietly born all the monſter's ob- 
ſcene and impious ribaldry, endeth the farce in pu- 
niſhing him with the mark of an indelible brand in 
his forebead. May we not then be excuſed, if, for the 
future, we conſider the epics of Homer, Virgil, and 
Milton, together with this our poem, as a complete 
Tetralogy, in which the laſt worthily holdeth the place 
or ſtation of the ſatiric piece? 

Proceed we therefore in our ſubject. It hath been 
long, and, alas for pity! ſtill remaineth a queſtion, 
whether the hero of the Greater Epic ſhould be an 
honeſt man? or, as the French critics expreſs it, an 
bonnete homme: But it never admitted of any doubt, 
but that the hero of the Little Epic ſhould be juſt the con- 


si un heros poetique doit ètre un honnète homme? 
Boſſu du Poëè me Epique, liv. v. ch. 5. 
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trary. Hence, to the advantage of our Dunciad, we 
may obſerve how much juſter the Moral of that poem 
mult needs be, where ſo important a queſtion is previ- 
ouſly decided. 

But then it is not every knave, nor (let me add) 
every fool, that is a fit ſubject for a Dunciad. There 
muſt ſti} exiſt ſoine analogy, if not reſemblance, of 
qualities between the heroes of the two poems ; and 
this, in order to admit what neoteric critics call the 
parody, one of the livelieſt graces of the little epic. 
'Thus, it being agreed, that the conſtituent qualities of 
the greater epic hero, are Wiſdom. Bravery, and Love, 
from whence ſpringeth heroic Virtue ; it followeth, 
that thoſe of the leſſer epic hero, ſhould be Vanity, 
Impudence, and Debauchery, from which happy aſſem- 
blage reſulteth Heroic Dullneſs, the e ee ſub- 
ject of this our poem. 

This being confeſſed, come we now to particulars. 
It is the character of true Wiſdom, to ſeek its chief ſup- 
port and confidence within itſelf; and to place that 
ſupport in the reſources which proceed from a con- 
ſcious rectitude of will. And are the advantages of 
Vanity, when ariſing to the heroic ſtandard, at all ſhort 
of this ſelf-complacence ? Nay, are they not, in the 
opinion of the enamoured owner, far beyond it? Let 
© the world (will tuch an one ſay) impute to me what 
© folly or weakneſs they pleaſe ; but till Viſdom can 
give me ſomething that will make me more heartily 
© happy, 1 am content to be GAzeD Ar . This, we 


ſee, is Vanity according to the heroic gage or meaſure ; 
| Ded. to the life of C. C. 
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not that low and ignoble ſpecies which pretendeth to 


 wirtues we have not, but the laudable ambition of be- 


ang gazed at for glorying in thoſe vices, which every 


body knows we bave. * The world may aſk (ſays he) 


* why | make my follies public? Why not ? I have 
+ paſſed my time very pleaſantly with them f.“ In 
ſhort, there is no ſort of vanity ſuch a hero would 
ſcruple, but that which might go near to degrade him 
from his high ſtation in this our Dunciad ; namely, 
Whether it would not be vanity in him, to take 
£ ſhame to himſelf for not being a wiſe Man f?. 
Bravery, the ſecond attribute of the true hero, is 
courage manifeſting itſelf in every limb; while its 
correſpondent virtue in the mock hero, is, that ſame 
courage all collected into the face, And as power, 
when drawn together, muſt needs have more force and 
ſpirit than when diſperſed, we generally find this kind 
of courage in ſo high and heroic a degree, that it in- 
ſults not only men, but gods. Mezentius is without 


doubt the braveſt character in all the Eneis: But 


how ? His bravery, we know, was an high courage of 
blaſphemy. And can we ſay leſs of this brave man's, 
who having told us that he placed his Summum bo- 
© zum in thoſe follies, which he was not content bare- 
© ly to poſſeſs, but would likewiſe glory in, adds, IF 
© T am miſguided, 'Tis NATURE'S FAULT, and I follow 
RR S. Nor can we be miſtaken in making this 


happy quality a ſpecies of Courage, when we conſider 


+ Life, p. 2. oct. edit. 1 Life, ibid. 
$ Life, p. 23. octavo. | 
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thoſe illuſtrious marks of it, which made his Face 
© more knowa (as he juſtly boaſteth) than moſt in the 
kingdom," and his Language to conſiſt of what we 
muſt allow to be the molt daring figure of ſpeecb, 
that which is taken from ths Name of God. 

Gentle Love, the next ingredieat in the true hero's- 
compoſition, is a mere bird of paſſage, or (as Shake- 
ſpear calls it) ſummer-tceming Luſt, and evaporates in 
the heat of Youth; doubtleſs by that. refinement it. 
ſuffers in paſſing through thoſe certain ſtrainers which 
our poet ſomewhere ſpeaketh of. But when it is let 
alone to work upon the Lees, it acquireth ſtrength by 
Old age, and becometh a laſting ornament to the little 
epic. It is true indeed, there is one objection to its- 
fitnefs for ſuch an uſe: For not only the ignorant may 
think it common, but it is admitted to be fo, even by 
him who beſt knoweth its value. Don't you think 
© (argueth he) to fay only a man has his whore}; 
© ought to go for little or nothing? Becauſe, defendit- 
* numerus. Take the firſt ten thouſand men you meet, 
© and, I believe, you would be no loſer if you betted 
ten to one, that every fingle' finner of them, one 
© with another, had been guilty of the ſame frailty 4.“ 
But here he ſeemeth not to have done juſtice to him-- 
ſelf : The man is fare enough a. hero, who hath his 

lady at ſourſcore. How doth his wen herein leſ- 


I Alluding to theſe lines in the Epiſt, to Dr. Ar-- 
buthnot: 
And has not Colly fill his Lord and Whore,. 
His Butchers Henly, his Free Maſons Moore 
Letter to Mr P. p. 46. 
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ſen the merit of a whole well. ſpent life: not taking 
to bimſelf the commendation (which Horace account- 
ed the greateſt in a theatrical character) of continuing 
to the very dregs, the ſame he was from the begin- 
ning, | | 
7 e rxvetur ad IMUM 
Qualis ab incepto procefſerat —— 


But here, in juſtice both to the poet and the hero, 
Jet-us farther remark, that the calling her his whore, 
timplieth ſhe was his own, and not his zeighbour's. 
Truly a.commendable continence! and ſuch as Scipio 
himſelf muſt have applauded. For how much ſelf- 
denial was exerted not to covet his neighbour's 
whore? and what diſorders mult the covetir g her 


have occaſioned-in that ſociety, where (according to 


this political calculator) aine in ten of all ages have 
their concubines? 

We have now, as briefly as we could deviſe, gone 
through the three conſtituent qualities of either hero. 
But it is not in any, or in all of theſe, that heroiſm 
properly or eſſentially reſidetb. It is a lucky reſult 
rather from the colliſion of theſe lively qualitics a- 
gainſt one another. Thus, as from Wiſdom, Bravery, 
and Love, ariſeth Magnanimity, the object of Admira- 
tion, which is the aim of the greater epic; ſo from 
Vanity, Impudence, .and Debauchery, ſpringeth Buf- 
foonry, the ſource of Ridicule, that laughing orna- 
ment, as he well termeth it , of the little epic. 


+ Letter to Mr P. p. 31. 
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He is not aſhamed (God forbid he ever ſhould be 
aſhamed !) of this character; who deemeth, that not 
Reaſon but Niſibility diſtinguiſneth the human ſpecies 
from the brutal. As nature (faith this profound 
« philoſopher) diſtinguiſhed our ſpecies from the mute 
* creation by our riſibility, her deſign MvusT have been 
© by that Faculty as evidently to raiſe our nayrixess, 
as by our os ſublime (0UR ERECTED FACES) to lift the. 
© dignity of our rox above them 1. All this conſi- 
dered, how complete a hero mult he be, as well as how 
| Happy a man, whoſe riſibility lieth not barely in his 
muſcles, as in the common ſort, but (as himſelf in- 
formeth us) in his very ſdirits ? and whoſe os ſublime 
is not ſimply an eref face, but a brazen head, as ſhould 
feem by his preferring it to one of i iron, faid to belong 
to the late King of Sweden : 

But, whatever perſonal qualities a hero may have, 
the 6 of Achilles and Eneas ſkew us, that all 
thoſe are of fo ſmall avail, without the conſtant aſji- 
- ftance of the Govs: For the ſubverſion and erection of 
empires have never been adjudged the work of man. 
How greatly ſoever then we may eſteem of his high 
talents, we can hardly conceive his perſonal proweſs 
alone ſufficient to reſtore the decayed empire of Dul- 
neſs. So weighty an atchievement muſt. require che 
particular favour of the great: Who being the natu- 
ra] patrons and ſupporters of Letters, as the ancient 
Gods were of Troy, muſt firſt be drawn off and en- 
gaged in another intereſt, before the total ſubverſion 


+ Life, p. 23. 2 Letter, p. 8. 
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of them can be abvoomplitied. To ſurmount, there- 
fore, this laſt and greateſt difficulty, we have, in this 


excellent man, a profeſſed favourite and Intimado of 
'the great. And look, of what force ancient piety 
was to draw the Gods into the party of Tneas, that 


and much ſtronger is modern ineenſe to engage the 
great in the party of Dulneſs. 


Thus we have effayed to pourtray or ſhadow out 


this noble imp of fame. But now the impatient rea- 
der will be apt to ſay, if fo many and various graces 
go to the making up a hero, what mortal ſhall ſuf- 
fice to bear his character? Ill hath he read, who ſeeth 


not, in every trace of this picture, that individual, 
ALL-ACCOMPLISHED PERSON, in whom theſe rare vir- 
tues and lucky circumſtances have agreed to meet and 


concentre with the e luſtre and vn har- 


mony. 


The good Scriblerns indeed, nay hs world itſelf, 


might be impoſed on in the late ſpurious editions, by 


I can't tell what Sham-Hero or Phantom: But it was 
not ſo eaſy to impoſe on HIM whom this egregious 
error moſt of all concerned. For no ſooner had the 
fourth book laid open the high and ſwelling ſcene, but 
he recognized his own heroic acts: And when he 


came to the words, 


Soft on her lap her Laureat ſon reclines, 


(though Laureat imply no more than one crouned with 


laurel, as befitteth any aſſociate or conſort in em- 
pire) he loudly reſented this indignity to violated Ma- 


jeſty. Indeed not without cauſe, he being there repre- 
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ſented as faſt aſlecp; ſo miſbeſeeming the eye of em- 
-pire, which, like that of providence, ſhould never doze 
nor ſlumber. © Hah? (faith he) faſt afleep, it ſeems! 
* that's a little too ſtrong. Pert and dull at leaſt you 
might have allowed me, but as ſeldom aſleep as any 
fool +.” However, the injured hero may comfort 
himſelf with this reflection, that tho! it be a ſleep, yet 
it is not the ſleep of death, but of immortality. Here 
he will + live at leaſt, tho not awake; and in no worſe 
-condiiion than many an enchanted warrior before him. 
The famous Durandarte, for inſtance, was, like him, 
eaſt into a long lumber by Merlin the Britiſh bard 
and necromancer ; and his example for ſubmitting to 
4t with a good grace, might be of uſe to our hero, 
For that diiaſtrous knight being ſorely preſſed or dri- 
ven to make his anſwer by ſeveral perſons of quality, 
only replied with a figh, Patience, and ſbuffile the 
cards S. 

But now, as ies in this world, no not the 
moaſt ſacred or perfect things either of religion or 
government, can eſeape the ſting of Envy, methinks 
I already hear theſc carpers objecting to the clearneſs 
of our hero's title. 

It would never (ſay they) have been eftermed ſuſſi· 
-cient to make an hero for the Iliad or Tneis, that 
Achilles was brave enough, to overturn one empire, 
or /neis pious enough to raiſe another, had they not 
been goddeſs-born, and princes bred. What then did 
this author mean, by erecting a player inſtead of 
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one of his patrons, (a perſon * never a hero even on 
6 the ſtage ) to this dignity of colleague in the em- 
pire of Dullneſs, and atchiever of a work that neither 
old Omar, Attila, nor John of Leydea could entirely 
bring to paſs. | 

To all this we have, as we conceiye, a ſufficient an- 
ſwer from the Roman hiſtorian, fabrum efſe ſuae gue m- 
gue fortunae : That every man is the Smith of bis aws 
fortune, The politic Florentine, Nicholas Mach ia- 
yel, goeth ſtill farther, and affirmeth, that a man need- 
eth but to believe himſelf a hero to be one of the wor- 
thieſt. Let him (faith he) but fancy himſelf capa- 
ble of the higheſt things, and he will of courſe be a- 
ble to atchieve them.“ From this principle it fol- 
lows, that nothing can exceed our hero's proweſs; 

as nothing eyer equalled the greatneſs of his concep- 
tions. Hear how be canſtantly paragons himſelf : 
At one time to Alexander the Great and Charles 
XII. of Sweden, for the exceſs and delicacy of his am- 
bition 1; to Henry IV. of France, for honeſt po- 
licy t; to the firſt Brutus, for love of liberty || ; and to 
Sir Robert Walpole, for good government while i in 
power$: At another time, to the godlike Socrates, for 
giyerhons and amuſements J; to Horace, Montaigne, 
and Sir William Temple, for an elegant vanity that 
maketh them for ever read and admired q; to two Lord | 
Chancellors, for law, from whom, when confederate 
ag a8ainſt him at the bar, he carried away the Prize of 
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eloquence * ; and, to ſay all ina word, to the right re- 
verend the Lord Biſhop of London bimſelf! in the art 
of writing paſtoral letters . 

Nor did his Actions fall ſhort of the ſublimity of kis 
conceit. In his early youth he met the Revolution | face 


to face in Nottingham, at a time when his betters con- 


tented themſelves with following her. It was here he 
got acquainted with 0/d Battle-array, of whom he 
hath made fo honourable mention in one of his immor- 


tal odes. But he ſhone in courts as well as camps: 


He was called up when the nation fell in labour of this 
Revolution |; and was a goſſip at her chriſtening, with 


the biſhop and the ladies F. 
As to his Birth, it is true 10 pretendeth no relation 


either ts Heathen God or Goddeſs; but, what is as 
good, he was deſcended from a Maker of both J. 
'And that he did not paſs himſelf on the world for a 
hero, as well by birth as education, was his own fault: 
For, his lineage he bringeth into his life as an anec- 
dote, and is ſenſible he had it in his power 10 be 
thought nobody's fon at all HH: And what i is that but co- 
ming into the world a hero? 

But be it (the punctilious laws of epic both ſo re- 
quiring) that a hero of more than mortal birth muſt 
needs be had, even for this we have a remedy. We 
can eaſily derive our hero's pedigree from a Goddeſs 
of no ſmall power and authority amongſt men ; and 
legitimate and inſtall him after the right claſſical and 


authentic faſhion: For, like as the antient ſages found 
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a ſon of Mars in a mighty warrior; a ſon of Neptune 
in a ſkilful ſeaman; a fon of Phoebus in a harmoni- 
ous poet; ſo have we here, if need be, a ſon of For- 
tune in an artful Gameſter. And who fitter than the 
offspring of Chance, to aſe in GN eas TO 
of Night and Chaos ? 

There is in truth another bjeAiens oP greater 
Wr namely, That this hero ſtill exiſteth, and 
© hath not yet finiſhed his an, courle, For if So- 
lon ſaid well, | e 


Expectanda dies nl Dicique n | 
Ante obitum nemo ſupremaque funera debet; 


0 if no man can be called bappy till his death, bly 
much leſs can any one, till then, be pronounced a 
hero: This ſpecies of men being far more ſubject 
© than others to the caprices of Fortune and Humour,” 
But to this alſo we have an anſwer, that will (we 
hope) be deemed deciſive, It cometh from himſelf, 
who, to cut this matter ſhort, hath ſolemnly protelted 
that be will never change or amend. 

With regard to his Vanity, he declareth that no- 
thing ſhall ever part them. * Nature (faith he) hath 
© amply ſupplied me in vanity; a pleaſure which nei- 


© ther the pertneſs of wit, nor the gravity of wiſdom, | 


© will ever perſuade me to part with.” Our poet had 
charitably endeavoured to adminiſter a cure to it: 
But he telleth us plainly, * My ſuperiors perhaps * 
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* be mpnded by him; but for my part I own myſelf 
< incorrigible. I look upon my follics as the beſt part 
< of my fortune. And with good reaſon: Wes 
to what they have brought him. 

Secondly, as to Bufaonry, Is it (faith he) a time 
of day for me to leave off theſe fooleries, and ſet up 
* a new character? I can no more put off my follies 
# than my {kin ; I have often tried, but they ſtick too 
* cloſe to me; nor am I ſure my friends are diſpleaſed 
with them, for in this light I afford them frequent 
© matter of mirth, &c & .“ Having then ſo pub- 
lickly declared himſelf incorrigible, he is become dead 
in law, (I mean the Jaw EApopoian) and devolveth up- 
on the poet as his property ; who may take him, and 
deal with him, as if he had been dead as long as an 

old Egyptian hero; that is to toy, embowel apd ems 
balm bim for paſterigg. 

Nothing, therefore, 6 we conceive) eien to hin- 
der his own prophecy of himſelf from taking imme- 
_ diate effect. A rare felicity ! and what few Prophets 
| Haye had the ſatisfaction 20 ſee, alive! nor can we con- 

clude better than with that extraordinary one of his, | 
which js conceived in theſe orgeulous words, uv pb - 


Nes WILL FIND SOMEBODY, TO DO IT RIGHT þ. 


_ *Pandem Phoebus adeſt, morſuſque inferre parantem 
ren et n ut n INDURAT Cty He 


| * Fo. +P. N. | A p. 243- octavo 
edit. 5 Ovid, of the ſerpent biting at Orpheus's 
head, 5 


BY AUTHORITY. 


By virtue of the Authority in Us veſted by the Act 
for ſubjecting Poets to the Power of a Licenſer, we have 
_ reviſed this piece; where finding the ſtyle and appel - 
lation of K NG to have been given to a certain Pre- 
tender, Pſeudo- Poet, or Phantom, of the name of TIB“ 
BALD ; and apprehending the ſame may be deemed in 
ſome ſort a Reflection on Majeſty, or at leaſt an inſult 
on that Legal Authority which has beſtowed on ano- 
ther perſon the Crawn of Poeſy : We have ordered the 
ſaid Pretender, Pſcudo- Poet, or Phantom, utterly to va- 
niſh and evaporate out of this work: And do declare 
the ſaid Throne of Poeſy from henceforth to be abdi- 
cated and vacant, unleſs duly and lawfully ſupplicd 
dy the LAUREATE himſelf, And it is hereby enac- 
ted, that no other perſon do preſume to fill the fame, 
| OC. Ch, 
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THE propoſition, the invocation, and the inſcription. 
Then the original of the great empir: of Dulneſs, 
and cauſe of the continuance thereof. Ihe college 
of the Goddeſs in the city, with her private academy 
for poets in particular; the governors of it, and the 
four cardinal virtues. Then the poem haſtes into 
the midſt of things, preſenting her, on the evening of 
a Lord Mayor's day, revolving the long ſucceſſion 
of her ſons, and the glories paſt and to come. She 
fixes her eye on Bays to be the inſtrument of that 
great event which is the ſubject of the poem. He is 
deſcribed penſive among his books, giving up the 
H 4 
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cauſe, and apprehending the period of her empire : 
After debating whether to betake himſclt to the 
church, or to gaming, or to party-writing, he raiſes 
an altar of proper books, and (making firit his ſo- 
lemn prayer and declaration) purpoſes thereon to 
facrifice all his unſucceſsful writings. As the pile is 
| Kindled, the Goddeſs, beholding the flame from her 
feat, flies and puts its out, by caſting it upon 
the poem of Thule. She forthwith reveals herſelf to 
him, tranſports him to her temple, unfolds her arts, 
and initiates him into her myſteries; then, announ- 
 cing the death of Euſden the Poet Laureate, ànoints 
him, carries him to court, and proclaims him ſue- 
ceſſor. 


B O O K 1. 


HE mighty mother, and her ſon, who brings, 

1 The Smithfield Muſes to the ear of kings, 
I ſing. Say you, her inſtruments the great ! 
Call'd to this work by Dulneſs, Jove, and Fate: 
You by whoſe care, in vain decry'd and curſt, 
Still dunce the ſecond reigus like dunce the firſt ; 
Say, how the goddeſs bade Britannia ſleep, 
And pour'd her ſpirit o'er the land and decp. 

In eldeſt time, e er mortals writ or read, 
E'er Pallas iſſu'd from the Thund'rer's head, 
Dulneſs o'er all poſſeſs'd her antient right, 
Daughter of Chaos and eternal Night; 
Fate in their dotage this fair idiot gave, 
Groſs as her fire, and as her mother grave; 
Laborious, heavy, buſy, bold, and blind, 
She rul'd, in native anarchy, the mind. 

still her old empire to reſtore the tries, 
For, born a goddeſs, Dulneſs never dies. 

O thou! whatever title pleaſe thine ear, 
Dean, Drapier, Bickerſtaff, or Gulliver ! 
Whether thou chuſe Cervantes ſerious air, 
Or laugh and ſhake in Rab'lais' eaſy chair; 
Or praiſe the court, or magnify mankind, 
Or thy griev'd country's nn. uubind; 
From thy Boeotia though her pow'r retires, 
Mourn not, my Swirr, at ought our realm acquires. 
Here pleas'd behold her mighty wings out-ſpread 
To hatch a new Saturnian age of lead. 

: Cloſe to thoſe walls where Folly holds her. throne, 


And laughs to think Monroe would take her down, 


i} 
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Where o'er the gates, by his fam'd father's hand, 
Great Cibber's brazen, brainleſs brothers ſtand ; 
One cell there is, conceaPd from vulgar eye, 

The Cave'of Poverty and Poetry. 

Keen hollow winds howl thro” the bleak receſs, 
Emblem of muſic caus'd by emptineſs. 

Hence bards, like Proteus, long in vain ty'd down, 
Eſcape in monſters, and amaze the town. 

Hence miſcellanies ſpring, the weekly boaſt 

Of Curll's chaſte preſs, and Lintct's rubric polt ; : 
Hence hymning Tyburn's elegiac lines, 

Hence Journals, Medleys, Merc'ries, Magazines : 
Sepulchral lies, our holy walls to grace, 

And new-year odes, and all the Grub-ſtreet race. 
In clouded majeſty here Dulneſs ſhone ; | 
Four guardian Virtues, round, ſupport her throne : 

Fierce champion Fortitude, that knows no fears 
Of hiſſes, blows, or want, or loſs of ears: | 
Calm Temperance, whoſe bleſſings thoſe partake 
Who hunger, and who thirſt, for ſcribling ſake : 


Prudence, whoſe glaſs preſents th* approaching jail : 


Poetic Juſtice, with her lifted ſcale, 


Where, in nice balance, truth with gold ſhe weighs, 


And ſolid pudding againſt empty praiſe. 

Here ſhe beholds the chaos dark and deep, - 
Where nameleſs ſomethings in their cauſes ſleep, 
Till genial Jacob or a warm third day, 

Call forth each maſs, a poem, or a play: | 
How hints, like ſpawn, ſcarce quick in embryo lie; 


How n:w-bora nonſenſe firſt is taught to cry ; 


Maggots half-form'd in rhyme exactly meet, 


And learn to crawl upon poetic feet. 
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Here one poor word an hundred clenches makes, 
And ductile dulneſs new meanders makes; 
There motely images her fancy ſtrike, 
Figures ill- pair'd, and ſimilies unlike. 
She ſees a mob of metaphors ad vance, 
Pleas'd with the madneſs of the mazy dance; 
How Tragedy and Comedy embrace; 
How Farce and Epic get a jumbled race; 
How Time himſelf ſtands ſtill at her command; 
Realms ſhift their place, and ocean turns to land. 
Here gay Deſcription Egypt glads with ſhow'rs, 
Or gives to Zembla fruits, to Barca flow'rs ; 
Glitt'ring with ice here hoary hills are ſeen, 
There painted vallies of eternal green 
In cold December fragrant chaplets blow, 
And heavy harveſts nod beneath the ſnow. 

All theſe, and more, the cloud-compelling queen 
Beholds through fogs, that magnify the ſcene. 
She, tinſel'd o'er in robes of varying hues, 
With ſelf-applauſe her wild creation views; 
Sees momentary monſters riſe and fall, 
And with her own fools-colours gilds them all. 

*T was on the day, when ““ rich and grave, 
Like Cimon, triumph'd both on land and wave; 
(Pomps, without guilt, of bloodleſs ſwords and maces, 
Glad chains, warm furs, broad banners, and broad 

C 

Now night deſcending, the proud ſcene was o'er, 
But liv'd, in Settle's numbers, one day more. 
Now Mayors and Shrieves all huſh'd and ſatiate lay, 
Let eat, in dreams, the cuſtard of the day; 
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While penſive pocts painful vigils keep, 

_ Sleepleſs themſelves, to give their readers ſleep. 
Much too the mindful queen the feaſt recals, 
What city ſwans once ſung within the walls; 
Much the revolves their arts, their antient praiſe, 

And ſure ſucceſſion down from Hay wood's days. 

She ſaw, with joy, the line immortal run, 

Each fire impreſs'd, and glaring in his ſon : 

So watchful Bruin fortns; with plaſtic care, 

Each growing lump, and brings it to a bear. 

She ſaw old Pryn in reſtleſs Daniel ſhine, 

And Euſden eke out Blackmore's endleſs line; 
She ſaw ſlow Philips creep like Tate's poor page, 
And all the mighty mad in Dennis rage. 

In each ſhe marks her image full exprefs'd, 

But chief in B4rs's monſter-breeding breaſt ; 
Bays, form'd by nature ſtage and town to bleſs, 

And act, and be, a coxcomb with ſucceſs. 

Dulneſs with tranſport eyes the lively Dunce, 

Rememb'ring ſhe herſelf was Pertneſs once. 

Now (ſhame to fortune) an ill-run at play, 

Blank'd his bold viſage, and a thin third day ; 

Swearing and ſupperleſs the hero ſat, 

Blaſphem'd his gods, the dice, and damn'd his fate. 

Then gnaw'd his pen, then daſh'd it on the ground, 

Sinking from thought to thought, a vaſt profound! 

Plung'd for his ſenſe, but found no bottom there, 

Yet wrote and flounder'd on, in mere deſpair. 

Round him much embryo, much abortion lay, 

Much future ode, and abdicated play : 

Nonſenſe pretipitate, [ike running lead, 

That lip'd through cracks and gig-zags of the head; 
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All that on Folly Frenzy could beget, 

Fruits of dull heat, and ſooterk ins of wit. 

Next o'er his books his eyes began to roll, 

In pleaſing memory of all he ſtole, 

How here he fipp'd, how there he plunder'd ſnug, 

And ſuck'd all oer like an induſtrious bug. 

Here lay poor Fletcher's half: eat ſcenes, and here 

The frippery of erucify'd Moliere ; 

There hapleſs Shakeſpear, yet of Tibbald fare, 

Wiſh'd he had blatted for himſelf before. 

The reſt on ont-(ide merit hut preſume, 

Or ſerye (like other foals) to fill a room; 

Such with their ſhelves as due proportion hold, 

Or their fond parents dreſs d in red and gold; 

Or where the pictures for the page atone, 

And Quarles is ſav'd by beauties not bis own. 

Here, ſwells the ſhelf with Ogilby the great ; 

There, ſtamp'd with arms, Newcaſtle ſhines com- 

plete, a | 

Here all bis ſuff' ring brotherhoad retire, 

And *ſcape the martyrdom of jakes and fire: 

A Gothic library of Greece and Rome 

Well purg'd, and worthy Settle, Banks, and Broome, 
But high above, more folid learning ſhone, 

The claffics of an age that heard of none; 

There Caxton ſlept with Wynkyn at his fide, 

One claſp'd in wood, and pne in ſtrang cow-hide; 

There, fav'd by ſpice, like mummies, many a year, 

Dry bodies of divinity appear : 

De Lyra there a dreadful front extends, 

And here the groanint ſhelves Philemon bends, 
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Of theſe twelve volumes, twelve of ampleſt me, 

Redeem'd from tapers and defrauded pies, 

Inſpir'd he ſeizes: Theſe an altar raiſe: 

An hecatomb of pure unſully'd lays 

That altar crowns: A folio common- place 

Founds the whole pile, of all his vorks the baſe: 

Quartos, octavos, ſhape the leſs ning pyre: 

A twiſted birth- day ode completes the ſpire. 
Then he: Great Tamer of all human art! 

Firſt in my care, and ever at my heart; 

Dulneſs ! whoſe good old cauſe I yet defend, 

With whom my Muſe began, with whom ſhall end, 

| F'er ſince Sir Fopling's periwig was praiſe, 

To the laſt labours of the Butt and Bays: 

O thou! of busneſs the direing-ſoul ! 

To this our head like biaſs to the bowl, 

Which as more pond'rous, made its aim more true, 

Obliquely wadling to the mark in view: 

O ! ever gracious to perplex d mankind, 

Still ſpread a healing miſt before the mind! 

And, leſt we err by Wit's wild dancing light, 

Secure us kindly in our native night. 

Or, if to Wit a coxcomb make pretence, 

Guard the ſure barrier between that and Senſe. 

Or quite unravel all the reasning thread 

And hang ſome curious cobweb in its ſtead ! 

As, forc'd from wind-guns, lead itſelf can fly, 

And pond'rous ſlugs cut ſwiftly through the ſky ; 

As clocks to weight the nimble motion owe, 

The wheels above urg'd by the load below : 

Me emptineſs and dulneſs could inſpire, 

And were my elaſticity and fire, 
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Some daemon ſtole my pen (forgive th' oſſence) 
And once betray'd me into common ſenſe: 

Elie all my proſe and verſe were much the ſame: 
This, proſe on ſtilts; that, poetry fallen lame. 
Did on the (tage my Fops appear confin'd ? 

My life gave ampler leſſons to mankind. 

Did the dead letter unſucceſsful prove ? 

The briſk example never fail'd to move. 

Yet ſure had Heav'n decreed to fave the ſtate, 
Heav'n had decreed theſe works a longer date. 
Could Troy be ſav'd by any fingle hand, 

This grey-gooſe weapon muſt have made her ſtand. 
What can I now ? my Fletcher caſt aſide, 

Take up the Bible, once my better guide? 

Or tread the path by vent'rous heroes trod, 
This box my thunder, this right-hand my god! ? 
Or chair'd at White's, amidſt the doctors lit, 
Teach oaths to gameſters, and to nobles wit ? 

Or bidſt thou rather Party to embrace ? 

(A friend to party thou and all her race; 

Tis the ſame rope at diff rent ends they twiſt; 
To Dulneſs Ridpath is as dear as Milt.) 

Shall I like Curtius, deſp'rate in my zcal, 

O'er head and ears plunge for the common weal? 
Or rob Rome's antient geeſe of all their glories, 
And cackling fave the monarchy of Tories 
Hold—to the miniſter I more incline ; 

To ſerve his cauſe, O Queen! is ſerving thine, 
And ſce! thy very Gazetteers give o'er ; 

Ev'n Ralph repents, and Henly writes no more, 
What then remains ? Ourſelf. Still, ſtill remain 
Cibberian forehead, and Cibberian brain, 
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This brazen brightneſs, to the ſquire fo dear; 
This poliſh'd hardneſs, that reflects the peer: 
This arch abſurd, that wit and fool delights; 
This mei, toſs d up of Hockley-hole and White's, 
Where dukes and butchers join to wreathe my crown, 
At once the bear and fiddle of the town. 

O born in ſin, and forth in folly brought! 
Works damn'd, or to be damn'd! (your father's fault) 
Go, puriſy'd by flames, aſcend the ky, 

My better and more chriſtian progeny ! 
Uallain'd, untouch'd, and yet in maiden ſheets ; 
While all your ſmutty ſiſters walk the ſtreets. 
Ye ſhall not beg, like gratis given Bland, 

Sent with a paſs, and vagrant through the land; 
Not fail with Ward, in ape-and-monkey climes, 
Where vile Mundungus trucks for viler rhymes : 
Not iulphur-tipt, emblaze an ale-houſe fire; 

Not wrap up oranges, to pelt your fire! 

O! paſs more innocent, in infant ſtate, 

To the mild limbo of our father Tate: 

Or peaceably forgot, at onee be bleſt, 

In Shadwell's boſom with eternal reſt ! 

Soon to that maſs of nonſenſe to return, 

Where things deſtroy'd are ſwept to things unborn. 

With that, a tear (portentous ſign of grace!) 
Stole from the maſter of the ſev'nfold face: 

And thrice he lifted bigh the birth-day brand, 
And thrice he dropt it from his quiy'ring hand; 
Then lights the ſtructure with averted eyes: 
The rolling ſmokes involve the ſacrifice, | 
The op'ning clouds diſcloſe each work by turns, 
Now flames the Cid, and now Perolla burns. | 
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Great Caeſar roars, and hiſſes in the fires ; 
King John in ſilence modeſtly expires : 
No merit now the dear Nonjuror claims; 
Moliere's old ſtubble in a moment flames. 
Tears guſh'd again, as from pale Priam's eyes 
When the laſt blaze fent Hion to the ſkies 
Rouz'd by the light, old Dulneſs heav'd the bead, 
Then ſnatch'd a ſheet of Thule from her bed. | 
Sudden the flies, and whelms it o'er the pyre, 
Down ſink the flames, and with a hiſs expire. 
Her ample preſence fills up all the place; 
A veil of fogs dilates her awful face: Z 5 
Great in her charms! as when on Shrieves and May'r: rs 
She looks, and breathes herſelf into their airs. 
She bids him wait her to her ſacred dome: 
Well pleas'd he enter'd, and confeſs'd his home. 
$0, ſpirits ending their terreſtrial race, 
Aſcend, and recognize their native — 
This the great mother dearer held than all 
The clubs of Quidnunes, or her own Guildhall: 
Here ſtood her opium, here ſhe nurs'd her owls, 
And here ſhe plan'd th* imperial feat of Fools. 
Here to her choſen all her works ſhe ſhows, 
Proſe ſwell'd to verſe, verſe loit'ring into proſe: ' 
How random thoughts now meauing chance re AS 
Now leave all memory of ſenſe behind : "4 340 
How prologues into prefaces decay, 64 
And theſe to notes are fritter'd quite away 2 
How index-learning turns no ſtudent pale, 
Yet holds the eel of ſcience by the tail? 
How, with lefs reading than makes felons 'foape, 
Leſs human genius than God gives an ape, 
Vol. IV. I 


* 
5 
£1 
[ 
5 
7 


5 — I 883 — ä > Fg - = \ a 
„ eee — CLIENT 3 
: < = og * „ bd» web, a. 


20 THE DUNCIAD. 483. 


Small thanks to France, and none to Rome or Greece, 
A paſt, vamp'd, future, old, reviv'd new piece, 


Twixt Plautns, Fletcher, Shakeſpear, and Corueille, 
Can make a Cibber, Tibbald, or Ozell. | 


The goddeſs then o'er his anointed head, 
With myſtic words, the ſacred opium ſhed. 
And lo! her bird, (a monſter of a fowl, 
Something betwixt a heideggre and owl) 


Perch'd on his crown. * All hail! and hail again, 


My ſon !-the-promis'd-land expects thy reign. 


Know, Euſden thirſts'no-more for fack or praiſe; 


He ſleeps among the dull of antient days; 

Safe,' where no critics damn, no duns moleſt, 
Where wretched Withers, Ward, and Gildon reſt, 
And high-bora Howard, - more majeſtic: lire, 
Thou, Cibber! thou his laurel ſhalt ſupport, 


- Folly, my ſon, has ſtill. a friend at court. 


Lift up your gates, ye princes, ſee him come 


Sound, ſound-ye viols, be the cat-call dumb! 


Bring, bring the madding bay, the drunken vine: 


The creeping, dirty, courtly ivy join. 


And thou! his aid-de-camp, lead on, my ſons, 


. Light arm id with points, antitheſes, and puns. 


Let Bawdry, Billingſgate, my daughters dear, 


Support his front, and Oaths bring up the rear: 


And under his, and under Archer's wing, 


Gaming and Grub-ſtreet ſkulk behind the king. 


O! when ſhall riſe a monarch all our own, 
And I, a nurſing-mother, rock the throne : 


wirt prince and people cloſe the curtain draw, 
hade him from light, and cover him from lau; 
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Fatten the courtier, ſtarve the learned band, 
And ſuokle armies, and dry-nurſe the land: 
Till ſenates nod to lullabies divine, 
And all be ſleep, as at an ode of thine. 
She ceas'd, Then ſwells the chapel-royal throat: 
God ſave king Cibber! mounts in ev'ry note. 
Familiar White's, God fave king Colley ! cries ; 
God fave king Colley! Drury-lane replies: 
To Necdham's quick the voice triumphal rode, 
But pious Needham dropt the name of God ; 
Back to the Devil the laſt echoes roll, 
And Coll! each butcher roars at Hackley-holl. ! 

So when Jove's block deſcended from on high, 
(As ſings thy great forefather Ogilby), 
Loud thunder to its bottom ſhook the bog, 
And the hoarſe nation-croak'd, God ſave king Log! 
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The King being proclaimed, the ſolemnity is graced 
with public Games and ſports of various kinds; not 
inſtituted by the Hero, as by Aneas in Virgil, but 
for greater honour by the Goddeſs in perſon (in like 
manner as the games Pythia, Iſthmia, &c. were an- 
ciently faid to be ordained by the Gods, and as The- 

tis herſelf appearing, according to Homer, Odyſſ. 
xxiv. propoſed the prizes in honour of her ſon A- 
chilles.) Hither flock the Poets and Critics, attend- 
ed, as is but juſt, with their Patrons and Bookſellers, 
The Goddeſs is firſt pleaſed, for her diſport, to pro- 
poſe games to the Bookſellers, and ſetteth up the 
Phantom of a poet, which they contend to over- 
take, The Races deſcribed, with their divers acei- 
dents. Next the game for a Poeteſs. Then follow 
the Exerciſes for the Poets of tickling, vociferating, 
diving: The firſt holds forth the arts and practices 
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of Dedicators, the ſecond of Deſputants and fuſtian 
Poets, the third of profound, dark, and dirty pariy- 
writers. Laſtly, for the Critics, the Goddeſs pro- 
Poſes (with great propriety) an Exerciſe not of 
their parts, but their patience in hearing the works. 
of two voluminous Authors, one in vetſe, and the 
other in proſe, deliberately. read, without ſleeping: 
The various effects of which, with the ſeveral de- 
grees and manners of their operation, are here ſet 
forth; till the whole number, not of Critics on- 
ly, but of ſpectators, actors, and all preſent, fall. 
faſt aſleep; which naturally - * ends 
| * games. 
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IGH on a gorgeous ſeat, that far outſhone, . 
. Henley's gilt tub, or Fleckno's Iriſh throne, 
Or that where on her Curls the public pours, 


All- bounteous, fragrant grains and golden ſhow'rs, 


Great Cibber ſate: The proud Parnaſſian ſneer, . 
The conſcious: ſimper, and the- jealous leer, 
Mix on his look : All eyes direct their rays 


On him, and crouds turn coxcombs. as they gaze. 
His pecrs ſhine round him with reflected grace, 


New age their dulneſs, and new bronze their face. 


So from the ſun's broad beam, in ſhallow urns 


Heay'n's twinkling ſparks draw light, and Point their 
; horns- | 

Not with more glee; by hands a, crown'd,.. 

With ſcarlet hats wide-waving circled round, 

Rome in her Capitol ſaw Querno ſit, . 


| Thron'd on ſeven hills, the- Antichriſt of wit. 


And now the Queen,.to glad her ſons, proclaims - 
By herald hawkers high beroic games. 
They ſummon. all her race: An endleſs band 
Pours forth, and leaves unpeopled half the land: 
A motely mixture! in long wigs, in bags, 
In ſilks, and crapes, in garters, and in rags, 


From drawing-rooms, from colleges, from garrets, - 


On horſe, on-foot, in hacks and gilded chariots: 
All who true Dunces in her cauſe appear'd, 


| Aud all who knew thoſe Dunces to reward. 
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Amid that area wide they took their ſtand, 
Where the tall may- pole once o' er· look d the ſtrand, 
But now.(ſo ANNE and Piety ordain) 

A church collects the ſaints of Drury- lane. 

With authors, ſtationers obey'd the call, 

(The field of glory is a field for all.) 

Glory and gein, th' induſtrious tribe provoke ; 
And gentle Dulneſs ever loves a joke. 

A poct's form ſhe plac'd before their eyes, 

And bad tae nimbleſt racer ſeize the prize; 

No meagre, muſe-rid mope, aduſt and thin, 

In a dun night-gown ot his own looſe ſkin ; 

But ſuch a bulk as no twelve bards could raiſe, 
Twelve ſtarv'liug bards of theſe degen'rate days. 
All as a partridge plump, full-ted and fair, 

She form'd this image of well-body'd air: 
With pert flat eyes ſhe window'd well its head; 
A. brain of feathers, and a heart of lead; 

And empty words ſhe gave, and ſounding ſtrain, 
But ſenſeleſs, lifeleſs : Idol void and vain ! 

Never was daſh'd out, at one lucky hit, 

A fool, ſo juſt a copy of a wit; 

So like, that critics faid, and courtiers ſwore, 

A wit it was, and call'd the phantom More. 

All gaze with ardour: Some a poet's name, 
Others a ſword-knot and lac'd ſuit inflame. 
But lofty Lintot in the circle roſe : 

This prize is mine; who tempt it are my foes ; 

With me began this genius, and ſhall end. 

He ſpoke: And who with Lintot ſhall contend ? 
Fear held them mute, Alone, untaught to fear, 

Stood dauntleſs Curl: Behold that rival here! 
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c The race by vigour, not by vaunts is won; 
So take the hindmoſt Hell, (he ſaid) and run.“ 
Swift as a bard the bailiff leaves behind, 
He left huge .Liatot, and out- ſtript the wind. 
As when a dab-chick waddles through the copſe 
On fect and wings, and flies, and wades, and hops ; 
So lab ring on, with ſhoulders, hands, and head, 
Wide as a wind- mill all his figure ſpread, 
Wich arms expanded Bernard rows his ſtate, 
And leit-legy'd Jacob ſeems to emulate. 
Full in the middle way there ſtood a lake, 
Which Curl's Corinna chanc'd that morn to make : 
| (Such was her wont, at catly dawn to drop 
Her evening cates before her neighbour's ſhop, ) 
Here fortun'd Curl to lide ; loud ſhout the band, 
And Bernard! kernard! rings through all the Strand. 
Obſcene with: filth the miſcreant lies bewray d, 
Fall'n in the plaſh his wickedneſs had laid : 
The firſt (if poets aught of truth —_—} 
The caitiff Vaticide conceiv'd a pray'r. 

Hear Jove ! whoſe name my bards and I adore, 
As much at leaſt as any God's, or more; 
And him and his, if more devotion warms, 
Down with the Bible, up with the Pope's arms. 

A place there is, betwixt earth, air, and ſeas, 
Where from Ambroſia, Jove retires for caſe. 
There in his ſeat two ſpacious vents appear, 
On this he fits, to that he leans his ear, 
And hears the various vows-of fond mankind ; 
Some beg an eaſtern, ſome a weſtern wind: 
All vain petitions, mounting to the ſky, 
Vith.reams abundant this abode ſupply. 
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Amus'd he reads, and then returns the bills 
Sign'd with that ichor which from gods a. 
In office here fair Cloacina ſtande, 
And miniſters to Jove with pureſt hands. 
Forth from the heap ſhe pick'd her · vot'ry's prayer 
And plae'd it next him; a diſtinction rare 
Oft had the Goddeſs beard her ſervants call, 
From her black grottos near the Temple-wall, 
Liſt'ning delighted to the jeſt unclean 
Of link-boys vile, and watermen obſcene; 
Where, as he fiſh'd her nether realms for wit, 
She oft had favour'd him, and favours yet. 
Renew'd by ordure's ſympathetic foree, 
As oil'd with magic juices for the courſe, . 
Vig'rous he riſes ; from the efflavia ſtrong - 
Imbibes new life, and ſcours and ſtinks along; 
Re-paſles Lintot, vindicates the race, 

Nor heeds the brown diſhonours of his face. 
And now the victor ſtretch'd his eager hand 
Where the tall nothing ſtood, or ſeem'd to ſtand; 

A ſhapeleſs ſhade, it melted from his ſight, 
Like forms in clouds, or viſions of the night. 
To ſeize his papers, Curl, was next thy care; 
His papers light, fly diverſe, toſt in air; 
Songs, ſonnets, epigrams, the winds uplift, 
And whiſk m back to Evans, Young, and Swift. 
Th embroider'd ſuit at leaſt he deem'd his prey, 
That uit an unpay'd taylor ſnatch'd away. 
No rag, no ſcrap, of all the beau, or wit, 
That once: ſo flutter d, and that once ſo-writ. - 
Heav'n rings with laughter: Of the-laughter vain, 


Dulneſs, good Queen, repeats the jeſt again. 
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Three ht imps, of her own Grubſtreet choir, 
She deck'd like Congreve, Addiſon, and Prior ; 
Mears, Warner, Wilkins run: Deluſive thought! 4 
Breval, Bond, Bezaleel, the varlets caught. 
Gurl ſtretches after. Gay, but Gay is gone; 
He graſps an empty Joſeph for a John: 
So Proteus, hunted in a nobler ſhape, . 
Became, when ſeiz'd, a puppy, or an ape. 
To him the Goddeſs : Son, thy grief lay dow: : 
And turn this whole illuſion on the town: 
As the ſage dame, experienc'd in her trade, 
By names gf Toaſts retails each butter d jade; 
Whence hapleſs Monſieur much complains at Paris 
Of wrongs from Ducheſſes and Lady Maries; 
Be thine, my ſtationer! this magic gift; | 
Cook ſhall be Prior, and Coneanen, Swift: 
So ſhall each hoſtile. name become our own, . 
And we too boaſt our Garth and Addifon. 
With that ſhe gave him (piteous of his caſe, 
Yet ſmiling at his rueful length of face) 
A ſhaggy tap'ſtry, worthy to be ſpread, 
On Codrus' old, or Dunton's modern bed; 
Inſtructive work! whoſe wry-mouth'd portraiture 
Diſplay'd the fates her confeſſors endure, _ 
Earleſs on high, ſtood unabaſhid De Foe, 
And Tutchin flagrant from the ſcourge below: 
There Ridpath, Roper, cudgell'd might ye view, 
The very worſted till look'd black and blue. 
Himſelf among the ſtory'd chiefs he ſpies, 
As, from the blanket, high in air he flies, 
 Andoh!(he.cry'd) what ſtreet, what lane but knows 
Our purgings, pumpings, blankettings, and blows ? 
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In ev'ry loom our labours ſhall be ſeen, 
And tbe freſh vomit run for ever green! 
See in the circle next, Eliza plac d. 
Two babes of love, cloſe clinging to her waiſt; 
Fair as before her works lhe ſtands confeſs d 
In flow'rs and pearls by bounteons Kirkall dreſs'd. 
The Goddeſs then: Who beſt can ſend on high 
© The falient ſpout, far-ſtreaming to the ſky; 
© His be yon Juno of majeſtic ſize, 
With cow-like udders and with ox-like eyes. 
© This China Jordan let the chief o'ercome 
Repleniſh not ingloriouſly at home. 
Oſborne and Curl accept the glorious rife, 
(Tho' this bis ſon diſſuades, and that his wife. - 
One on his manly confidence relies, 
One on his vigour and ſuperior ſize. | 
Firſt Oſborne lean'd againſt his letter'd poſt; 
It roſe, and labour'd to a curve at moſt. 
80 Jove's bright bow diſplays its wat'ry round, 
(Sure ſign, that no ſpectator ſhall be drown'd), 
A ſecond effort brought but new diſgrace, 
The wild Meander waſh'd the artiſt's face: 
Thus the ſmall jett, which haſty hands unlock, 
Spirts in the gard'ner's eyes who turns the cock. 
Not ſo from ſhameleſs Curl; impetuous ſpread 
The ſtream, and ſmoaking flouriſh'd o'er his head. 
So (fam'd like thee for turbulence and horns) 
Eridanus his humble fountain ſcorns; 
Thro' half the heav'ns he pours th' exalted urn; 
His rapid waters in their paſſage burn. 
Swift as it mounts, all follow with their eyes: 


still bappy Impudence obtains the prize. 
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Thou triumph'ſt victor of the high-wrought day; 
And the pleas'd dame, foft-ſmiling, lead'ſt away. 
Oſborne, thro* perfect modeſty o'ercome, 
Crown'd with the Jordan, walks contented home. 

But now for Authors nobler palnis remain ; 
Room for my Lord | three jockeys in his train; 
Six huntſmen with a ſhout precede his chair : 

He grins, and looks broad nonſenſe with a ſtare. 
His honour's meaning Dulneſs thus expreſt, 

* He wins this patron who can tickle beſt.” 
He chinks his purſe, and takes his ſeat of ſtate : 
With ready quills the dedicators wait; 

Now at his head the dextrous taſk commence, 
And, inſtant, fancy feels th imputed ſenſe ; 
Now gentle touches wanton o'er his face, 

He ſtruts Adonis, and affects grimace ; 

Rolli the feather to his car conveys, 

Then his nice taſte directs our operas : 

Bentley his mouth with claſſic flatt'ry oper, 
And the puff d orator burſts out in tropes. 

But Welſted moſt the poet's healing batm 
strives to extract from his ſoft, giving palm; 
Unlucky Welſted ! thy unfeeling maſter, 
The more thou tickleſt, grips bis fiſt the faſter. 
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While thus each hand promotes the pleaſing pain, 


And quick ſenſations ſlip from vein to vein; 

A youth unknown to Phocbus, in deſpair 
Puts his laſt refuge all in heav'n and pray'r. 
What force have pious vows ! the Queen of Love 
His ſiſter ſends, her vot'reſs, from above. 

As taught by Venus, Paris learnt the art 
To touch Achilles' only tender part; 
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Secure, thro' her, the noble prize to carry, 
-He marches off, his Grace's ſecretary. 

Now. turn to diff rent ſports (the Goddeſs cries) 
And learn my ſons, the wond'rous pow'r of noiſe. 
To move, to raiſe, to raviſh ev'ry heart, 

With Shakeſpear's nature, or with Johnſon's art, 
Let others aim: Tis your's to ſhake the foul 
With thunder rumbling from the muſtard bowl, 
With horns and trumpets now to madneſs ſwell, 
Now fink in ſorrows with a tolling belt! 
Such happy arts attention can'command, 
When fancy flags, and ſenſe is at a ſtand-: 
Improve we theſe. .Chree cat-calls be the bribe 


Of him, whoſe. chatt'ring. ſhames the monkey - tribe: 


And his this drum, whoſe hoarſe heroic baſe 
Drovns the loud clarion of the braying als. 
Now thouſand tongues are heard in one loud din: 
The monkey-mimics ruſh diſcordant in; 568 
_ ?*Twas chatt'ring, grinning, mouthiog, jabb'ring all, 
And noiſe and Norton, brangling and Breval, 
Dennis and diſſonance, and captious art, 
And ſnip-ſnap ſhort, and. interruption ſmart, 
And demonſtration thin and Theſes thick; 
And major, minor, and concluſion quick. 
Hold (cry'd the Queen) A cat-call each ſhall win; 
Equal your merits.! equal is your din! us 
But that this well-diſputed game may end, 
- Sound forth my Brayers, and the welkin rend. 

As · when the long-car'd milky mothers wait 
At ſome lick miſer's triple-bolted gate, 
For their defrauded, abſent foals they make 
A moan ſo loud, that all the gild awake; 
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Bore ſigh's Sir Gilbert, ſtarting at the bray, 
From dreams of millions, and three groats ta pay: 
80 weils each wind- pipe: Aſs intones to Aſs, 

Harmonic twang ! of-leather, horn, and braſs ; 

Such as from lab'ring lungs th* Enthuſiaſt blows, 

High ſound attemp'red to the vocal noſe: 

Or ſuch as bellow from the deep divine; 

| There Weblter! | peal'd thy voice, and White 

| thige. 

gut far o'er all, ſonorous Blackmore's 1 2 

Walls, ſteeples, ſkies, bray back to him again. 

In Tot' nam - fields, the brethren, with amaze, 

Prick all their ears up, and forget to graze; 

Long Chanc'ry-lane retentive rolls the ſound, 

And courts to courts return it round and round; 

Thames wafts it thence to Rufus roaring hall, 

And Hungerford re- choes bawl for bawl. 

All bail him victor in both gifts of ſong, 

Who ſings ſo loudly, and who ſings fo long. 

This labour paſt, by Bridewell all deſcend, 

(As morning pray'r, and flagellation end) 

To where Fleet-ditch with diſemboguing ſtreams 

Rollis the large tribute of dead dogs to Thames, 

The king of:dykes! than whom no fluice of mud 

With deeper. fable blots-the ſilver flood. 

Here ſtrip, my children! here at once leap in, 

Here prove who beſt can daſh thro thick and thin; 

* And who the moſt in love of dirt excell, 

Or dark dexterity of groping well, 

* Who flings moſt filth, and wide pollutes around 

The ſtream, be his the weekly journals bound; 


*A pig of lead to him wh dives the beſt ; 
© A peck of coals a-picce ſhall glad the reſt.” 
In naked majeſty Oldmixon ſtands,' 
And Milo-like farveys his arms and hands; 
Then fighing, thus, And am I now three-ſcore? 
* Ah, why, ye Gods! ſhould two and two make four? 
He ſaid, and climb'd a ſtranded lighter's height, 
Shot to the black abyſs, and pluntz'd downright. 
The Senior's judgment all the crowd adinire, 
Who but to fink the deeper, roſe the higher. 

Next 8medley div'd ; flow circles dimpled o'er 
The quaking mud, that elos'd and op'd no more. 
All look, al figh, and call on Smedley loſt : 
Smedley in vain reſounds thro” all the coaſt. 

Then * effay'd ; ſcarce vanith'd ont of fight, 
He buoys up inſtant, and returns to light: 

He bears no token of the ſabler ſtreams; | 

And mounts far off among the Swans of Thames. 
True to the bottom, ſee Concanen creep, 

A cold, long-winded, native of the deep; 

If perſeverance gain the diver's prize, 

Not everlaſting Blackmore this denies : 

No noiſe, no ſtir, no motion can'ſt thou make, 

Th' unconſcious ſtream fleeps o er thee like a lake. 

Next plung'd a feeble, but a deſp'rate pack, 
With each a ſickly brother at his back: 

Sons of a day ! Juſt buoyant on the flood, 

Then number'd with the puppies in the mud. 
Aſk ye their names? I could as ſoon diſcloſe 
The names of theſe blind puppies as of thoſe. 
Faſt by, like Niobe (her children gone) 

Sits Mother Oſborne, ſtupificd to ſtone ! 
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And monumental braſs this record bears, 
© Theſe are, —ah no! theſe were the gazettcers!” 

Not ſo bold Arnal; with a weight of (kull, 
Furious he dives, precipitately dull. 
Whirlpools and ſtorms his circling arms inveſt, 
With all the might of gravitation bleſt. 
No crab more active in the dirty dance, 
Downward to climb, and back ward to advance ;. 
He brings up half the bottom on his head, 
And loudly claims the journal and the lead. 

The plunging Prelate, and his pond'rous Grace, 
With holy envy gave one Laymen place. 
When lo! a burſt of thunder ſhook the flood, 
Slow rote a form, in majeſty of mud, 
Shaking the horrors of his ſabie brows, 
And each ferocious feature grim with ooze- 
Greater he looks, and more than mortal ſtares: 
Then thus the wonders of the deep declares. 

Firſt he relates, how ſinking to the chin, 
Smit with his mien, the Mud-nymphs ſuck'd him in: 
How young Lntetia, ſofter than the down, 
Nigrina black, and Merdamante brown, _ 
Vy'd for his love in jetty bow'rs below, 
As Hylas fair was raviſh'd long ago.. 5 
Then ſung, how, ſhown him by the Nut-brown maids, 
A branch of Styx here riſes from the ſhades, 
That, tinctur'd as it runs, with Lethe's ſtreams, 
And wafting vapours from the land of dreams, 
(As under ſeas\Alpheus' ſceret ſluice 
Bears Piſa's off ring to his Arethuſe) 
Pours into Thames: And hence the mingled wave 
Intoxicates the pert, and lulls the grave: 

Vor. IV. 
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Here briſker vapours o'er the temple creep; 

There all, from Paul's to Aldgate, drink and ſleep. 
Thenee to the banks, where rev rend bards repoſe, 

They led him ſoft; each rev'rend bard aroſe 

And Milbourn chief, deputed by the reſt, 

Gave him the caſſock, ſurcingle, and veſt. 

© Receive (he ſaid) theſe robes, which once were mine; 

© Dulneſs is ſacred in a ſound divine.” 

He ceas d, and ſpread the robe; the crowd confeſs - 

The rev'rend flamen in his lengthen'd dreſs. 

Around him vide a fable army ſtand, 

A low- born, cell - bred, ſelfifh, ſervile band, 


Prompt or to guard or ſtab, to ſaint or damn, 


Heav'n's Swiſs, who fight for any god or man. 

Through Lud's fam'd gates, along the well knows 
Fleet | 

Rolls the black troop, and overſhades the ſtreet, 

Till ſhow'rs of-fermons, characters, eſſays, 

In circling fleeces whiten all the ways: 

So clouds repleniſh'd from ſome bog below, 

Mount in dark volumes, and deſcend in ſnow. 


| Here ſtopt the goddeſs; and in pomp: proclaims 


A gentler exerciſe, to cloſe the games. 
© Ye critics! in whoſe heads, as equal ſcaks 


e weigh what author's heavineſs prevails ; 


© Which moſt conduce to ſoothe the ſoul in ſlumbers, 
© My H—ley's periods, or my Blackmore's numbers; 
© Attend the trial we propoſe to make : | 

© If there be man, who o'er ſuch works can wake, 

© Sleep's all-ſubduing charms who dares defy, 


Who boaſts Ulyſſcs'-car with Argus eye; 
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To him we grant our ampleſt pow'rs to ſit 
Judge of all preſeat, paſt, and future wit; 
To cavil, cenſure, dictate, right or wrong, 
Full and eternal privilege of tongue. 

Three college ſophs, and three pert templars came, 
The ſame their talents, and their taſtes the ſame; 
Fach prompt to query, anſwer, and debate, 

And ſmit with love of poeſy and prate. 

The pond'rous books two gentle readers bring! 
The heroes ſit, the vulgar form a ring: 

The clam'rous crowd is huſh'd with mugs of mum, 
Till, all tun'd equal, ſend a gen'ral hum. 

Thea mount the clerks, and in one lazy tone 
Through the long, heavy, painful page drawl on; 
Soft creeping, words on words, the ſenſe compoſe; 
At ev'ry line they ſtretch, they yawn, they doſe. 
As to foft gales top- heavy pines bow low 

Their heads, and lift them as they ceaſe to blow: 
Thus oft.they rear, and oft the head decline, 

As breathe, or pauſe, by fits, the airs divine: 
And now to this ſide, now to that they nod, 
As verſe or proſe infuſe the drowſy god. 
Thrice Budgel aim'd to ſpeak, but thrice ſuppreſs'd 
By potent Arthur, knock'd his chin and breaſt, 
Toland and Findal, prompt at prieſts to jeer, 

Yet ſilent bow'd to Chriſt's No kingdom here. 
Who ſat the neareſt, by the words o'ercome, 

. Slept firſt ; the diſtant nodded to the hum. 

Then down are roll'd the books; ſtretch'd o'er 'em 
lies 

Each gentle clerk, and, mutt'ring, ſeals his eyes 
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As what a Dutchman plumps into the lakes, 
One circle firſt, and then a ſecond makes; 
What Dulneſs dropt among her ſons impreſs'd 
Like motion from one circle to the reſt : . 
So from the midmoſt the nutation ſpreads 
Round and more round, o'er all the ſea of heads. 
At laſt Centlivre felt her voice to fail; 
Motteux himſelf unfiniſh'd left his tale ; 

Boyer the ſtate, and Law the ſtage gave o'er ; 
Morgan and Mandevil could prat no more: 
Norton, from Daniel and Oſtroea ſprung, 
Bleſs'd with his father's front, and mother's tongue, 
Hung ſilent down his never-bluſhing head; 

And all was huſh'd, as Folly's ſelf lay dead. 

Thus the ſoft gifts of ſteep conclude the day, 

And ſtretch'd on bulks, as uſual, poets lay. 

Why ſhould I ſing, what bards the nightly Muſe 
Did ſlumb' ring viſit, and convey to ſtews : 

Who prouder march'd with magiſtrates in ſtate, 
To ſome fam'd round-houfe* ever-open gate! 
How Henley lay inſpir'd beſide a ſink, 

And to mere mortals ſeem'd a prieſt in drink: 
While others, timely, to the neighb'ring Fleet 
(Haunt of the Muſes) made their ſafe retreat. 


B O O K III. 


„ 


AFTER the other beaches are diſpoſed in their pro- 
per places of reſt, the goddeſs tranſports the king to 
her temple, and there lays him to ſlumber with his 
head on her lap; a poſition of marvellous virtue, 
which cauſes all the viſions of wild enthuſiaſts, pro- 
jectors, politicians, inamoratos, caſtle-builders, che- 
miſts, and poets. He is immediately carried on the 
wings of Fancy, and led by a mad poetical Sibyl, 
to the Elyſian ſhade ; where, on the banks of Leibe, 
the ſouls of the dull are dipped by Bavizs, before their 
entrance into this world. There he is met by the 
ghoſt of Settle, and by him made acquainted with 
the wonders of the place, and with thoſe which he 
himſcif is deſtined to perform. He takes him to a 
Mount of Viſion, from whence he ſhews him the paſt 
triumphs of the empire of Dulneſs, then the pre- 
fent, and laſtly the future: How ſmall a part of 
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the world was ever canquered by Science, how ſoon: 
thoſe conqueſts were ſtopped. and thoſe very nations. 
again reduced to her dominion. Then diſtinguiſhing 
the iſland of Great Britain, ſhews by what aids, by 
what perſons, and by what degrees it ſhallbe brought 
to her empire. Some of the perſons he cauſes to 
Paſs in review before his eyes, deſcribing each by 
His proper figure, character, and qualifications. On 
a ſudden the ſcene ſhifts, and a vaſt. number of mi- 
racles and prodigies appear, utterly. ſurpriſing and. 
unknown to the king himſelf, till they are explained 
to be the wonders of his own reign now commen-- 
eing. On this ſubject Seztle breaks into a congratu- 

lation, yet not unmix'd with concern, that. his own 

times were but the types of theſe. He propheſies 
how firſt the nation ſhall be over-run with forces, 

operas, and ſhows ;, how the throne of Dulneſs ſhall 

be advanced over the theatres, and ſet up even at 

court: Then how her. ſons ſhall preſide in the ſeats. 
of Arts and Sciences; giving a glimpſe, or Piſgah- 
ſight of the future fulneſs of her glory; the accom- 
pliſnment whereof is the ſubject, of the fourth and 


_ Lſt book. 
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U im her temple's laſt receſs inclos'd, 
B On Dulneſs lap th' anointed head repos'd.. 
Him cloſe ſhe curtains round with vapours blue, 
And ſoft beſprinkles with Cimmerian dew ; 
Then raptures high the ſeat of ſenſe o'erflow, 
Which only heads refin'd-from reaſom know. 
Hence, from the ſtraw where Bedlam's prophet nods,. 
He hears loud oracles, and talks with gods: | 
Hence the fool's paradiſe, the ſtateſman's ſcheme, 
The air-built caſtle, and the golden dream, 
The maid's romantic with, the chemiſt's flame, 
And poet's viſion of eternal fame. 
And now, on Fancy's eaſy wing convey'd, 
The king deſcending, views th' Elyſian ſhade. 
A ſlip- ſhod Sibyl led his ſteps along, 
In lofty madneſs, meditating ſong; 
Her treſſes ſtaring from poetic dreams, 
And never waſh' d, but in Caſtalia's ſtreams, 
Taylor, their better Charon, lends an oar, 
(Once ſwan of Thames, though now he ſings no- 
more.) 
Benlowes, propitious ſtill to blockheads, bows; 
And Shadwell nods the poppy on his brows. 
Here, in a dulky vale, where Lethe rolls, 
Old Bavius fits, to dip poetic ſouls, 
And blunt the ſenſe, and fit it for a ſkull 
Of ſolid proof, impenetrably dull: 
Inſtant, when dipt, away they wing - tha flight, . 
Where Brown and Mears unbar the gates of light; ; 
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Demand new bodies, and in calf's array, 
Ruſh to the world, impatient for the day. 
Millions and millions on theſe banks he views, 
Thick as the ſtars of night, or morning deus, 
As thick as bees o'er vernal bloſſoms fly, 
As thick as eggs at Ward in pillory. 
Wond'ring he gaz'd : When lo! a ſage appears, 
By his broad ſhoulders known, and length of ears; 
Known by the band and ſuit which Settle wore 
(His oaly ſuit) for twice three years before : 
All as the veſt, appear'd the wearer's frame, 
Old in new ſtate, another yet the ſame. 
Bland and familiar as in life, -begun 
Thus the great father to the greater ſon : 
Oh born to ſee what none can ſee awake! 
Bchold the wonders of th* oblivious lake. 
Thou, yet unborn, haſt touch'd this ſacred ſhore ; 
The hand of Bavius drench'd thee o'er and o'er. 
But blind to former as to future fate, 8 
What mortal knows his pre- exiſtent ſtate ? 
Who knows how long thy tranſmigrating ſoul 
Might from Boeotian to Boeotian roll? 
How many Dutchmen ſhe vouchſaf d to thrid ? 
How many ſtages thro' old monks the rid; 
And all who ſince, in mild benighted days, 
Mix'd the owl's ivy with the poet's bays. 
As man's Macanders to the vital fpring 
Roll all their tides, then back their circles bring ; 
Or whirligigs, twirl'd round by ſkilful ſwain, 
Suck the thread in, then yield it out again: 
All nonſenſe thus, of old or modern date, 
Shall in thee centre, from thee circulate. 
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For this our Queen unfolds to viſion true 

Thy mental eye, ſor thou haſt much to view: 
Old ſcenes of glory, times long caſt behind 
Shall, firſt recall'd, ruſh forward to thy mind: 
Then ſtretch thy ſight o'cr all her riſing reign ; 
And let the paſt and future fire thy brain, 

Aſcend this hill, whoſe cloudy point commands 
Her boundleſs empire over ſcas and lands. 

See, round the poles where keener ſpangles ſhine, 
Where ſpices ſmoke bencath the burning line, 
{Earth's wide extremes) her ſable flag diſplay d. 
And all the nations cover'd in her ſhade ! 

Far eaſtward caſt thine eye, from whence the ſur 
And orient ſcience their bright courſe begun : 
One god-like monarch all that pride confounds, 
He, whoſe long wall the wand'ring Tartar bounds ; 
 Heav'ns ! what a pile! whole ages periſh there, 

And one bright blaze turns learning into air. 

Thence to the ſouth extend thy gladden'd eyes; 
There rival flames with equal glory riſe, 

From ſhelves to ſhelves ſee greedy Vulcan roll, 
And lick up all their phyſic of the foul. 

Ho little, mark ! that portion of the ball, 
Where, faint at beſt, the beams of ſcience fall; 
Soon as they dawn, from Hyperborean ſkies 
Embody'd dark, what clouds of Vandals riſe ! 
Lo! where Maeotis fleeps, and hardly flows 
The freezing Tanais thro' a waſte of ſnows, 
The north by myriads pours her mighty ſons, 
Great nurſe of Goths, of Alans, and of Huns { 
See Alaric's ſtern port! the martial frame 
Of Genſerie | and Attila's dread name ! : 
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See the bold Oſtrogoths on Latium fall! 
See the ſierce Viſigoths on Spain and Gaul! 
dee, where the mordins gilds the palmy ſnore 
(The ſoil that arts and infant letters bore) 
His conqu' ring tribes th* Arabian prophet draws, . 
And ſaving ignorance enthrones by laws. 
See Chriſtians, Jews, one heavy ſabbath keep, 
And all the: weſtern. world believe and ſleep. 

Lo! Rome. herſelf, proud miſtreſs now:no more 
Of arts, but thund'ring againſt heathen lore; 
Her gray-hair'd ſynods damning books unread, 
And Bacon trembling for his brazen head. 

Padua, with ſighs, beholds her Livy burn, 
And ev'n the Antipodes Virgilius mourn, 
See the Cirque falls, th* unpillar'd temple nods, 


Streets pav'd.with heroes, Tyber choak'd with gods: 


Till Peter's keys ſome. chriſt' ned Jove adorn, , 
And Pan to Moſes lends his Pagan horn ;. 
See graceleſs Venus to a virgin turn'd, 
Or Phidias broken, and Apelles burn'd. 
Behold yon iſle, by palmers, pilgrims trod, 
Men bearded, bald, cowl'd, uncowl'd, ſhod, unſhod. . 
Peel'd, patch'd, and pyebald, linſy-wolſey brothers, 
Grave mummers! ſleeveleſs ſome, and ſhirtleſs others, 
That once was britain—Happy ! had ſhe ſeen . 
No fiercer ſons, had Eaſler never been! 
In peace, great Goddeſs ever be ador d; 
How keen the war, if Dulneſs draw the ſword !* 
Thus viſit not thy own ] on this bleſt age 
Oh ſpread thy iofluence, but reſtrain thy rage. 
And ſee, my ſon? the hour is on its way, 
That lifts our Goddeſs to imperial ſway ; 
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This fav'rite iſle, long ſever'd from her reign, 
Dove-like, ſhe gathers to her wings again. 
Now look thro” fate! behold the ſcene ſhe draws !. 
What aids, what. armies to aſſert her cauſe !_ 
See all her progeny, illuſtrious ſight !: 
Behold, and count them, as they riſe to light. 
As Bcrecynthia, while her offspring vye 
ja homage to the mother of the ſky, 
Surveys around her, in the bleſt abode, 
An hundred ſous, and every ſon a god: 
Not with leſs glory mighty Dulneſs crown'd, , 
Shall take thro' Grubſtreet her triumphant round; 
And her Parnaſlus glancing o'er at once, 
Bchold an hundred ſons, and each a dunce. 

Mark firſt that youth, who takes the foremoſt place, 
And thrults his perſon full into your face. 
With all thy father's virtues bleſt, be born! 
And a new Cibber ſhall the ſtage adorn. . 

A ſecond tee, by meeker manners known, 
And modeſt as the maid that ſips alone; 
From the ſtroag fate of drams if thou get free, 
Another Durfey, Ward! ſhall ſing in thee : 
Thee ſhall each ale-houſe, thee each gill-houſe mourn, 
And anſw'ring gin-ſhops ſowrer ſighs ræturn. 

Jacob the ſcourge of grammar, mark with awe, 
Nor leſs revere him blunderbuſs of law. 
Lo P— p—le's brow, tremendous to the town, 
| Horneck's fierce eye, and Roome's funereal frown. . 
Lo ſneering Goode, half malice and half whim,. 
A hiend in glee, ridiculouſly grim. 
Each cygnet ſweet, of Bath and Tunbridge race, 
Whoſe tuneful whiſtling makes the waters paſs: 
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Each ſongſter, riddler, ev'ry nameleſs name, 


All croud who foremoſt ſhall be damn'd to fame, 
Some ſtrain in rhyme ; the Muſes, on their racks, 


Scream like the winding of ten thouſand jacks ; 


Some ſree from rhyme or reaſon, rule or check, 


Break Priſcian's head, and Pegaſus's neck; 
Down, down the larum, with impetuous whirl, 
The Pindars, and the Miltons of a Curl. 


Silence, ye wolves ! while Ralph to Cynthia houls, 
And makes night hideous—Anſwer him, ye Owls! 
Senſe, ſpeech, and meaſure, living tongues and dead, 


Lt all give way—and Morris may be read. 


Flow, Welſted, flow! like thine inſpirer, beer; 


Tho' ſtale, not ripe ; tho? thin, yet never clear; 
80 ſweetly maukiſh, and ſo ſmoothly dull; 
Heady, not ſtrong ; o'erflowing, tho' not Full. 
Ah Dennis! Gildon ah! what ill-ſtarr'd rage 
Divides a friendikip long confirm'd by age? 
_  Blockheads with reaſon wicked wits abhor, 
But fool with fool is barb'rous civil war. 
Embrace, embrace, my ſons ! be foes no more! 
Nor glad vile poets with true critics gore. 
Behold yon pair, in ſtrift embraces join'd ; 
How like in manners, and how like in mind! 
Equal in wit, and equally polite, 
Shall this a Paſquin, that a Grumbler write ; 
Like are their merits, like rewards they ſhare, 
That ſhines a conſul, this commiſſioner. 
* But who is he, in cloſet cloſe y-pent, 
© Of ſober face, with learned duſt beſprent? 
Right well mine eyes arede the myſter wight, 


On parchment ſcrapes y- fed, and Wormias hight, 
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To future ages may thy dulneſs laſt, 
As thou preferv'ſt the dulneſs of the paſt ! 

There, dim in clouds, the poring ſcholiaſts mark, 
Wits, who, like owls, ſee only in the dark, 

A lumber-houſe of books in ev'ry head, 
For ever reading, never to be-rcad ! 

But where each ſeienee lifts its modern type, 
Hiſt'ry hier pot, Divinity her pipe, | 
While proud Philoſophy repines to ſhow, 
Diſhoneſt ſight ! his breeches rent below; 
Imbrown'd with native bronze, lo! Henley ſtands, 
Tuning his voice, and balancing his hands. 

How fluent nonſenſe trickles from his tongue! 
How ſweet the periods, neither ſaid, nor ſung !. 
Still break the benches, Henly !. with thy train, 
While Sherlock, Hare, and Gibſon preach in vain. 
Oh great reſtorer of the good old ſtage, 

Preacher at once, and Zany of thy age! 

Oh worthy thou of Aigypt's wiſe abodes, 

A decent prieſt, where monkeys were the gods! 
But fate with butchers plac'd thy prieſtly ſtall, 
Meek modern faith to murder, hack, and mawt;. 
And bade thee live, to crown Britannia's praiſe, 
In Toland's, Tindal's, and in Woolſton's days. 

Yet oh ! my ſons, a father's words attend : 

(So may the fates preſerve the ears you lend) 
"Tis your's, a Bacon or a Locke to blame, 

A Newton's genius, or a Milton's flame : 

But oh ! with One, immortal One diſpenſe, 
The ſource of Newton's light, of Bacon's ſenſe. 
Content, each emanation of his fires 

That beams on earth, each virtue he inſpires, 
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Each art he prompts, each charm he- can create, 
Whate'er he gives, are giv'n for you to hate. 
Perſiſt, by all divine in man unaw'd, 
But, Learn, ye Dunces ! not to frorn your God,” 
Thus he, for then a ray of reaſon ſtole 
Half thro' the ſolid darkneſs of his ſoul; 
But ſoon. the cloud return d and thus the Slre: 
See now what Dulneſs and her ſons admire : 
See what the charms, that ſmite the ſimple heart 
Not touch'd by Nature, and not reach'd by art. 
His-never-bluthing head he turn'd aſide, 
(Not half ſo pleas'd when Goodman prophecy'd) 
And look's, and ſaw a fable ſorc'rer riſe, 
Swift to whoſe hand a winged volume flies: 
All ſudden, gorgons hiſs, and dragons glare, 
And ten horn'd fiends and giants ruſh to war. 
Hell riſes, heav'n deſcends, and dance on earth: 
Gods, i imps, and monſters, muſic, rage, and ninth, 
A fire, a jig, a battle, and a ball, 
Till one wide conflagration ſwallows all. 
Thence a new world-to Nature's laws unknown, 
Breaks out refulgeat, with a heav'n its own; 
Another Cynthia her new journey runs, 
And other planets.circle other ſuns. 
The foreſts dance, the rivers ypward riſe, 
Whales ſport in woods, and dolphins in the ſkies ; 
And laſt, to give the whole creation grace, 
Lo! one vaſt egg produces human race. 
Joy fills his ſoul, joy innocent of thought ; 
What pow'r, he cries, what pow'r theſe wonders 
wrovght ? 


THE DUNCIA D. . zxr. r59 


*Son ; what thou ſeek'ſt is in thee! Look and find 
Each monſter meets his likeneſs in thy mind. 
Yer would'ſt thou more? In yonder cloud behold, 
Whoſe ſarſenet ſkirts are edg'd with-flamy gold, 

A matchleſs youth! his nod theſe worlds controuls, 
Wings: the red light'ning, and the thunder rolls. 
Angel of Dulneſs, ſent to ſcatter round 

Her magic charms o'er all unclaſſic ground: 


Yon ſtars, yon ſuns, he rears at pleaſure higher, 
Illumes their light, and ſets their flames on fire. 
Immortal Rich! how calm he ſits at caſe 
Mid ſnows of paper, and fierce hail of peaſe ; 
And proud his miſtreſs' orders to perform, 
Rides in the whirlwind, and directs the ſtorm, 

But lo !*to dark encounter in mid air, 
New wizards riſe ; I ſee my Cibber there! 
Booth in his cloudy tabernacle ſhrin'd, 

On grinning dragons thou ſhalt mount the wind. 
Dire is the conflict, diſmal is the din, | 
Here ſhouts all Drury, there all Lincoln's Inn ; 

Contentling theatres our empire raiſe, 

Alike their labours, and alike their praiſe. 

And are theſe wonders, Son, to-thee unknowr ? 
Unknown to thee? Fheſe wonders are thy own, 
Theſe fate referv'd to grace thy reign divine, 
Foreſeen by me, but ah! with-held from mine. 

In Lud's old walls tho? long I rul'd, renown'd 
Far as loud Bow's ſtupendous bells reſound; 
Tho' my own aldermen conferr'd the bays, 

To me committing their eternal praiſe, 

Their full-fed heroes, their pacific may'rs, 

Their annual traphies, and their monthly wars: 
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Tho' long my party built on me their hopes, 
For writing pamphlets, and tor roaſting Popes : 
Yet lo! in me what authors have to brag ou! 
| Reduc'd at laſt to hifs in my own dragon. 
Avert it heav'n ? that thou, my Cibber, e'er 
Should'ſt wag a ierpent-tail in Smithficld fair! 
Like the vile ſtraw that's biowa about the ſtreets, 
The needy poet ſticks to all he meets; 
Coach'd, carted, trod upon, now looſe, now faſt, 
And carry'd off in ſome dog's tail at laſt. 
Happier thy fortunes ? like a rolling ſtone, 
Thy giddy dulneſs ſtill thall lumber on, 
Safe in its heavineſs ſhall never ſtray, 
But lick up ev'ry blockhead in the way. 
Thee ſhall the patriot, thee the courtier taſte, 
And ev'ry year be duller than the laſt; 
Till rais'd from booths, to theatre, to court, 
Her ſeat imperial Dulneſs ſhall tranſport. 
Already Opera prepares the way, 
The ſure fore-runner of her gentle ſway : 


Let her thy heart, next drabs aad dice, engage, . 


'The third mad paſſion of thy doting age. 

'Feach thou the warbling Polypheme to roar, 
And ſcream thyſelf as none e'cr ſcream'd before 
To aid our cauſe, if Heay'n thou can'ſt not bend, 
Hell thou ſhalt move; for Fauſtus is our friend; 
Pluto with Cato thou for this ſhalt join, 

And link the Mourning Bride to Proſerpine. 


Grubſtreet ! thy fall ſhould men and Gods conſpire, 


Thy ſtage ſhall ſtand, enſure it but from fire. 
Another Xſchylus appears! prepare 
For new abortions, all ye pregnant fair ! 
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In flames, like Semele's, be brought to bed, 
While op'ning hell ſpouts wild-fire at your head.. 
Now Bavius take the poppy from thy brow, 

And place it here here all ye heroes bow! 

This, this is he, foretold by ancient rhymes ; 

Th' Auguſtus born to bring Saturnian times. 

Signs following ſigns lead on the mighty year! 

See the dull ſtars roll round and re-appear. 

See, ſee, our own true Phoebus wears the bays !* 

Our Midas fits Lord Chancellor of plays !' 

On poets tombs ſce Benſon's titles writ ! 

Lo! Ambroſe Philips is preferr'd for wit !- 

See under Ripley riſe a new White-hall, 

While Jones' and Boyle's united labours fall: 

While Wren with ſorrowito the grave deſcends, 

Gay dies unpenſion'd, with a hundred friends, 

Hibernian politics, O Swift thy fate; 

And Pope's, ten years to comment and tranſlate. 
Proceed, great days! till learning fly the ſhore, 

Till Birch ſhall bluſh with noble blood no more, 

Till Thames ſee Eaton's ſons for ever play, 

'Till Weſtminſter's whole year be holiday, 

Till Iſis“ elders reel, their pupils ſport, 

And Alma mater lie diſſolv'd in port! 

Enough !.enough ! the raptur'd monarch cries ; 

And thro' the iv'ry gate the viſion flies. 


vol. Iv. L. 
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THE Poet being, in this Book, to declare the Completion 


of the Prophecies mentioned at the end of the for- 


mer, makes a new Invocation ; as the greater poets 
are wont, when ſome high and wortby matter is to 
be ſung. He ſhews the Goddeſs coming in her Maje- 


ſty, to deſtroy Order and Science, and to ſubſtitute. 


the Kingdom of the Dull upon earth. How ſhe leads 
captive the Sciences, and ſilenceth the Muſes; and 
what they be who ſucceed in their ſtead. All her 
Children, by a wonderful attraction, are drawn a- 
bout her; and bear along with. them divers others, 
who promote her Empire by connivance, weak re- 
| ſiſtence, or diſcouragement of Arts; ſuch as half- 
wits, taſteleſs admirers, -vain pretenders, the flatter- 
ers of Dunces, or the patrons of them. All theſe 
crowd round her; one of them offering to approach 


her, is driven back by a rival; but ſhe commends 


and encourages both. The firſt who ſpeak in form 
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are the Genius's of the Schools, who aſſure her of 
their care to advance her cauſe, by confining Youth 
to Words, and keeping them out of the way of real 


- © Knowledge. Their Addreſs, and her gracious An- 


ſwer ; with her Charge to them and the Univerſities. 
The Univerſities appear by their proper Deputics, 


and aſſure her that the ſame method is obſerved in 


the progreſs of Education. The ſpeech of Ariſtar- 
chus on this ſubject. They are driven off by a band 
of young Gentlemen returned from Travel, with 
their Tutors; one of whom delivers to the Goddeſs, 
in a polite oration, an account of the whole Conduct 
and Fruits of their Travels: Preſenting to her at 


the ſame time a young Nobleman perfectly accom- 


pliſhed. She receives him gracioully,. and indues 


him with the happy quality of Want of Shame. She 
ſees loitering about her a number of Indolent Perſons 


abandoning all buſineſs and duty, and dying with 
lazineſs: To theſe approaches the; Antiquary An- 
nius, intreating her to make them Virtuoſos, and aſ- 


ſign them over to him: But Mummius, another 


Autiquary, complaining of his fraudulent proceed- 

ag, ſhe finds a method to reconcile their difference. 
Then enter a troop of pecple fantaſtically adorned, 
oſſering her ſtrange and exotic preſents: Amongſt 
them, one ſtands forth and demands juſtice on ano- 
ther, who had deprived him of one of the greateſt 
Clurioſities in nature: But he juſliſies himſelf fo 
well, that the Goddeſs gives them both her appro- 
© bation. | She recommends to them to find proper 


employment for the Indolents before-mentioned, in 
the Rudy of Butterflies, Shells, Bird-nefts, Moſs, 
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Kc. but with particular caution, not to proceed be- 
.yond Trifles, to any uſeful or extenſive views of 
Nature, or of the Author of nature. Againſt the 
laſt of theſe apprehenſions, ſhe is ſecured by a hear- 
ty Addreſs from the Minute Philoſophers and Free- 
«thinkers, one of whom ſpeaks in name of the reſt. 
The Youth thus inſtructed and-principled, are deli- 
vered to her in a body, by the hands of Silenzs ; 
and then admitted to taſte the cup of Magus her 
High Prieſt, which cauſes a total oblivion of all 
- Obligations, divine, civil, moral, or rational. To 
'theſe her Adepts ſhe ſends Prieſts, Attendants, and 
Comforters, of various kinds; confers on them Or- 
ders and degrees; and then diſmiſſing them with a 
ſpeech, confirming to each his Privileges, and tel- 
ling what ſhe expects from each, concludes with a 
Tan of extraordinary virtue: The Progreſs and 
Effects whereof on all Orders of men, and the Con- 
ſummation of all, in the Reſtoration of NEW and 
Chaot, conclude the Poem. 


WS Wo &«* =» © 8 


pe 
4 
- 
- 
# 
4 
— 
8 
* 
— 
- 
# 
; 
5 
* 
. 
ue * + * v 
* 
— 
g 
. 
* 5 
% * % 
= 7 0 
* N a ; 
; , 
4 
# 
* 
1 
* 
* 
* 
. Ly 
* 
* 
» 5 * 
* a 
, — 
a , A ; 
s * 9 
1 - * 
« b 4 2 
A * = , * 
0 8 
* & ; — * 
" 8 3 "oF 


| ; , 
k . p —— n , r ũů́ . AAR IA oO A Be tf tes 


B 6 0. 


Er, yet a moment, one dim ray of light 

. Indulge, dread Chaos, and eternal Night! 
Of darkneſs viſible ſo much be lent, 
As half to ſnew, half vcil the deep intent. 
Ye powr's ! whoſe myſteries reſtor'd I ling, 
To whom Time bears me on his rapid wing, 
Suſpend a while your force inertly ſtrong, 
Then take at once the poet and the ſong. 

Now flam'd the dog- ſtar's unpropitious ray, - 
Smote ev'ry brain, and*wither'd ev'ry bay; 
Sick was the ſun, the owl forſook his ow'r, 
The moon-ſtruck prophet felt the madding bo ur: 
Then roſe the ſeed of Chaos, and of Night, 
To blot out Order, and extinguiſh Light; 
Of dull and venal a new world to mold 
And bring Saturnian days of lead and gold. 

dhe mounts the throne: Her head a cloud con- 

ceal'd,. | | 

In broad effulgence all below reveal'd, 
('Tis thus aſpiring Dulneſs ever ſhines). 
Soft on her lap her Laureate ſon reclines. 

Beneath her-foot-ſtool, Science groans in chains, 
And Wit dreads exile, penalties, and pains. 
There foam'd rebellious Logic, gagg d and bound, 
There, ſtript, fair Rhet'ric languiſh'd on the ground ; 3 
Her blunted arms by Sophiſtry are born, 
And ſhameleſs Billingſgate her robes adorn. 
Morality, by her falſe guardians drawn, 
Ghicane in furs, and Caſuiſtry in lawn, 

LA | 
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Gaſp, as they ſtraiten at each end the cord, 
And dies, when Dulneſs gives her page the word. 
Mad Matheſis alone was unconfin'd, 
Too mad for mere material chains to bind; 
Now to pure ſpace lifts her extatic ſtare, 
Now running round the circle, finds it ſquare, 
But held in ten-fold bonds the Muſes lie, 
Watch'd both by Envy's and by Flatt'ry's eye: 
There to her heart ſad Tragedy addreſt 
The dagger wont to pierce the tyrant's breaſt; 
But ſober hiſtory reſtrain'd her rage, 
And promis'd vengeance on a barb'rous age · 
There ſunk Thalia, nerveleſs, cold, and dead, 
Had not her ſiſter Satire held her head; 
Nor could'ſt thou, Cheſterfield! a tear refuſe, 
Thou wept'ſt, and with thee wept each gentle Muſe. 
When lo! a harlot form, ſoft ſliding by, 
With mincing ſtep, {mall voice, and languid eye: 
Foreign her air, her robe's diſcordant pride 
In patch-work flutt'ring, and her head aſide : 
By ſinging peers up-beld on either hand, | 
She tripp'd and laugh'd, too pretty much to ſtand; 8 
Caſt on the proſtrate Nin a ſcornful look, 
Then thus in quaint recitativo ſpoke. 
O Cara! Cara ! ſilence all that train: 
Joy to great Chaos! let Diviſion reign : 
Chromatic tortures ſoon ſhall drive them hence, 
Break all their nerves, and fritter all their ſenſe : 
One trill ſhall harmonize joy, grief, and rage, 
Wake the dull church, and lull the ranting ſage; 
To the ſame notes thy fons ſhall hum, or ſnore, 


And all thy yawning daughters cry, encore 
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Another Phoebus, thy own Phoebus, reigns, 
Jiuoys in my jigs, and dances in my chains. 
But ſoon, ah ſoon, rebellion will commence, 
If muſic meaniy borrows aid from ſenſe: 
Strong in new arms, lo'! giant Handel ſtands, 
Like bold Briareus, with a hundred hands; 
To ſtir, to rouze, to {bake the foul he comes, 
And Jove's own thunders follow Mars's drums. 
Arreſt him, Empreſs; or you ſleep no more 
She heard, and drove bim to th' Hibernian ſhore. 
And now had Fame's poſterior trumpet blown, 
And all the nations ſummon'd to the throne. 
The young, the old, who feel her inward ſway, 
One inſtin ſeizes, and tranſports away, 
None need a guide, by ſure attraction led, 
And ſtrong impulſive gravity of head: 
None want a place, for all their centre found, 
Hung to the Goddeſs, and-coher'd around. 
Not cloſer, orb in orb, conglob'd are ſeen 
The buzzing bees about their duſky Queen. 
The gath'ring number, as it moves along, 
Involves a vaſt involuntary throng; 
Who gently drawn, and ſtruggling leſs and lefs, 
Roll in her vortex, and her pow'r confeſs. 
Not thoſe alone who paſſive own her laws, 
But who, weak rebels, more advance her cauſe, 
Whate'er of Duace in college or in town 
-Sneers at another, in toupee or gown ; 
Whate' er of mungrel no one claſs admits, 
A wit with dunces, and a dunce with wits. 
Nor abſent they, no members of her ſtate, 


-Who pay her homage in her ſons, the great ; 
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Who, falſe to Phoebus, bow the knee to Baal; 
Or impious, preach his word without a call; 
Patrons who-incak from living worth to dead, 
Withold the penſion, and ſet up the head; 

Or veſt dull flatt'ry in the ſacred gown ; 

Or give from fool to tool the laurel crown. 
And (laſt and worſe) with all the cant of wit, 
Without the ſoul, che Muſe's hypocrite, 


There march'd the bard and blockhead fide by ſide, 


Who rhym'd for hire, and patroniz'd for pride. 
Narciflus prais'd with all a parſon's-pow'r, 
Look'd a white lily ſunk. beneath a ihow'r, . 
There mov'd Montalto with ſuperior air; 


His ſtretch'd-out arm diſplay'd a volume fair; 


Courtiers and. patriots in two ranks divide, 
Thro' both he paſs'd, and bow'd from ſide to ſide: 
But as in graceful act, with awful eye, | 
Compos'd he ſtood, bold Benſon thruſt him by: 
On two unequal crutches propt he came, 
Milton's on this, on that one Johnſton's name. 
The decent kaight-retir'd with ſober rage; 
Witharew his hand, and clos'd the pompous page. 
But (happy for him as the times went then) 
Appear d Apollo's may'r and aldermen, 
On whom three · hundred gold-capt youths await, . 
To lug the-pond'rous volume off in ſtate. 

When Dulneſs, ſmiling—* Thus revive the wits?” 


But murder firſt and mince them all to bits; 


As erſt Medea (cruel, ſo to ſave!) 

A new edition of old Xſon gave; 

Let ſtandard-authors, thus, like trophies born, 
Appear more glorious as more hack'd and torn. 
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And you, my critics !'in the checquer'd ſhade, 
Admire new light thro? holes yourſclves have made. 
Leave not a foot of verſe, a foot of ſtone, 
A page, a grave, that they can call their own; 
But ſpread, my ſous, your glory thin or thick, 
On paſſide paper, or on ſolid brick. 
So by each bard an alderman ſhall fir, 
A heavy lord ſhall hang at every wit; 
And while on Fame's triumphal car they ride, 
Some ſlave of mine be pinion'd to their ſide. 
Now crowds on crowds around the goddeſs prefs, , 
Each eager. to preſent the firſt addrefs. 
Dunce ſcorning dunce beholds the next advance, 
But fop ſhews fop ſuperior complaiſance. 
When lo! a ſpectre roſe, whoſe index-hand 
Held forth the virtue of the dreadful wand; 
His beaver'd brow a birchio garland wears, . 
Dropping with infants blood, and mothers tears. 
O'er ev'ry vein a ſhudd'ring horror runs; 
Eaton and Winton ſhake through all their ſons, 
All fleſh is humbled ; Weſtminſter's bold race 
Shrink, and confeſs the genius of the place: 
The pale boy-ſenator yet tingling ſtands, 
And holds his breeches cloſe with both his hands, 
Then thus. Since man from beaſt by words is 
known, | 
Words are man's province, words we teach alone, 
When reaſon doubtful, like the Samian letter, 
Points him two ways, the narrower is the better, . 
Plac'd at the door of learning youth to guide, 
We never ſuffer it to ſtand too wide. 
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To aſk, to gueſs, to know, as they commence, 
As fancy opens the quick ſprings of ſenſe, 
We ply the memory, we load the brain, 

Bind rebel Wit, and double chain on chain, 
©Confine the thought, to exerciſe the breath; 

And keep them in the pale of words till death. 
'Whate'er the talents, or howe'er deſign'd, 

We hang one jingling.padlock on the mind: 
A poet the firit day he dips his quill ; 
And what the laſt ? a very poet ſtill. 
Pity ! the charm works only in our wall, 
Loſt, loſt too ſoon in yonder houſe or hall. 
There truant Wyndbam ev'ry Muſe gave o'er; 
There Talbot ſunk, and was a wit no more! 
How ſweet an Ovid, Murray was our boaſt ! 
How many Martials were in Pultney loſt ! 
Elſe ſur? ſome bard, to our eternal praiſe, 
In twice ten thouſand rhyming nights and days, 
Had reach'd the work, the All that mortal can; 
And South beheld that maſter- piece of man. 
Oh (cry'd the goddeſs) for ſome pedant reign ! 
Some gentle James, to bleſs the land again; 
To ſtick the doftor*s chair into the throne, 
-Give law to words, or war with words alone, 
Senates and courts with Greek and Latin rule, 
And turn the council to a grammar-ſchool! 
For ſure, if Dulneſs ſees a grateful day, 
*Tis in the ſhade of arbitrary ſway. + 
O! if my ſons may learn one earthly thing, 
Teach but that one, ſufficient for a king; 
That which my prieſts, and mine alone, maintain, 
Which as it dies, or lives, we fall, or reign : 
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May you, may Cam, and Iſis preach it long! 

« The right divine of kings to govern wrong.“ 
Prompt at the call around the goddeſs roll 

Broad hats, and hoods, aud caps, a fable ſhoal: 

Thick and more thick the black blockade extends, 

A hundred head of Arittotle's friends. 

Nor wert thou, Iſis! wanting to the day, 

[Though Chriſt- church long kept prudiſhly away.], 

Each ſtaunch polemic, ſtubborn as a rock, 

Each fierce logician, ſtilbexpelliog Locke, 

Came whip and ſpur, and daſh'd thro' thin and thick: 

On German Crouzaz; and Dutch Burgerſdyke. 

As many quit the ſtreams that murm'ring fall 

To lull the ſons of Marg'ret-and Clarehall, 

Where Bentley late tempeſtuous went to ſport 

In troubled waters, but now ſleeps in port. 

Before them-mareh'd that awful Ariſtarch; 

Plow'd was his front with many a deep remark: 

His hat, which never veil'd to human pride, 

Walker with rev'rence took, and laid aſide. 

Low bow d the reſt: He, kingly, did but nod; 

So upright Quakers pleaſe both man ard God. 

Miſtreſs ! diſmiſs that rabble from your throne: 

Avaunt! is Ariſtarehus yet unknown? 

Thy migbty ſcholiaſt, whoſe unweary'd pains 

Made Horace dull, and humbled Milton's ſtrains: 

Turn what they will to verſe, their toil is vain, 

Critics like me ſhall make it proſe again. 

Roman and Greek grammarians, know your better: 

Author of ſomething yet more great than letter ;. 

While tow'ring o'er your alphabet, like Saul, 

Stands our digamma, and o'crtops them all. 
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Tis true, on words is (till our whole debate, 
-Diſputes of me or te, of aut or at; 

To ſound or fink in cans, O or A, 

Or give up Cicero to Cor K. 
Let. Friend affect to ſpeak as Terence . 
And Alſop never but like Horace joke: 

For me, what Virgil, Pliny may deny, 
Manilius or Solinus ſhall ſupply : _ 
For Attic phraſe in Plato let them ſeek, 

I poach in Suidas for unlicens'd Greek. 
In antient ſenſe if any needs will deal, 

Be ſure I give them fragments, not a meal; 
What Gellius or Stobacus haſh'd before, 

Or chew'd by blind old ſcholiaſts o'er and o'er, 
The critic eye, that microſcope of wit, 
Sees hairs and pores, examines bit by bit: 
-How parts relate to parts, or they to whole, 
The body's harmony, the beaming ſoul, 
Are things which Kuſter, Burman, Waſſe ſhall ſee, 
When man's whole frame is obvious to a flea. 

Ahh, think not, miſtreſs! more true dulneſs lies 
In folly's cap, than wiſdom's grave diſguiſe. 
Like buoys, that never ſink into the flood, 

On learning's ſurface we but lie and nod. 
Thine is the genuine head of many a houſe, 
And much divinity without a Nous. 

Nor could a Barrow work on ev'ry block, 

Nor has one Atterbury ſpoil'd the flock. 

See! ſtill thy own, the heavy canon roll, 

And metaphyſic ſmokes involve the pole. 

For thee we dim the eyes, and ſtuff the head 
With all ſuch reading as was never read: 
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For thee explain a thing till all men doubt it, 
And write about it, goddeſs, and about it: 
8o ſpins the ſilk-worm ſmall its ſlender ſtore, 
And labours till it-clouds itſelf all o'er. 
What though we let ſome better fort of fool 
Thrid ev'ry ſcience; run through ev'ry ſchool ? 
Never by tumbler through the hoops was ſhown 
Such (kill in paſſing all, and touching none. 
He may indeed (if ſober all this time) 
Plague with diſpute, or perſecute with rhyme. 
We only furniſh what he cannot uſe, 

Or wed to what he muſt divorce, a Muſe; 
Full in the midſt of Euclid dip at once, 

And petrify a genius to a dunce : 

Or ſet on metaphylic ground to prance, 

Show all his paces, not a ſtep advance. 

With the ſame cement, ever ſure to bind, 

We bring to one dead level ev'ry mind. 

Then take him to devellop, if you-can, 

And hew the block off, and get out the man. 
But wherefore waſte I words ? I ſee advance 
Whore, pupil, and lac'd governor from France, 
Walker! our hat—nor more he deign'd to ſay, 
But, ſtern as Ajax' ſpectre, ſtrode away. 

In flow'd at once a gay embroider'd race, 
And, titt'ring, puſh'd the pedants off the place: 
some would have ſpoken, but the voice was drown d 
By the French- horn, or by the op' ning hound, 
The firſt came forwards, with as eaſy mien, 

As if he ſaw St James's and the queen. 
When thus th' attendant orator begun, | 
Receive, great empreſs! thy accompliſh'd fon 3 
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Thine from the birth, and ſaered from the rod. 
A dauntleſs infant! never ſcar'd with God. 

The fire ſaw, one by one, his virtues wake: 
The mother begg'd the bleſſing of a rake. 
Though gav'it that ripeneſs, which ſo ſoon began, 
And ceas'd ſo ſoon, he ne'er was boy, nor man; 
Thro' ſchool and college, thy kind cloud o'ercalt, 
Safe and unſeen the young Ancas paſt :. | 
Thence burſting glorious, all at once let down, 
Stunn'd with his giddy larum half the town. 
Intrepid then, o'er ſeas and lands be flew : 
Europe he faw, and Europe ſaw him too. 

There all thy gifts and graces we diſplay, 

Thou, only thou, directing all our way! 

To where the Seine, obſequious as ſhe runs, 
Pours at great Bourbon's feet her ſilken fons ;. 
Or Tyber, now no longer Roman, rolls 

Vain of Italian arts, Italian ſouls: 

To happy convents, boſom'd deep: in vines, 
Where flumber abbots, purple as their wines: 
To ifles of fragrance, hly-filver'd vales, 
Difſuſing languor in; the panting gales: 

To lands of ſinging, ar ef dancing ſlaves, 
Love-whiſp'ring woods, and lute-refoaunding waves. 
But chief her ſhrine where naked Venus keeps, 
And Cupids ride the lion of the deeps; 

Where, eas d of ficets, the Adriatic main 

Wafts the ſmooth eunueh and enamour'd ſwain. 
Led by my hand, be ſaunter'd Europe round, 
And gather'd ev'ry vice on Chriſt ian ground; 
Saw ev'ry court, heard ev'ry king deelare. 

His royal ſenſe ef op'ras, or the fang; 
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The ſtews and palace equally explor'd, 
Intrigu'd with glory, and with ſpirit whor'd ; 
Try'd all bors-doeuvres, all liqueurs defin'd, 
Judicious drank, and greatly daring din'd; 
Dropt the dull lumber of the Latin ſtore, 
Spoil'd his own language, and acquir'd no more; 
All claſlic learning loſt on claſſic ground; 
And laſt turn'd air, the echo of a ſound! 
See now, half-cur'd, and perfectly well-bred, 
With nothing but a ſolo in his head; 
As much eſtate, and principle, and wit, 
As Janſen, Fleetwood, Cibber ſhall think fit; 
Stol'n from a duel, follow'd by a nun, 
And, if a borough chuſe him, not undone : 
See, to my country happy I reſtore 
This glorious youth, and add one Venus more. 
Her to receive (for her my ſoul adores) 
So may the ſons of ſons of ſons of whores, | 
Prop thine, O Empreſs ! like each neighbour throne, 
And make a long poſterity thy own. 
Pleas'd, ſhe accepts the hero, and the dame, 
Wraps in her veil, and frees from ſenſe of ſhame. 
Then look'd, and ſaw a lazy lolling ſort, | 

Unſeen at church, at Segate, or at court, 

Of ever-liſtlefs loitt'rers, that attend 

No cauſe, no truſt, no duty, and no friend. 
Thee, too, my Paridel! ſhe mark'd thee there, 
Stretch'd on the rack of a too eaſy chair. 
And heard thy everlaſting yawn confeſs 

The pains and penalties of idleneſs. | 

She pity'd, but her pity only ſhed 
Benigner influence on thy nodding head. 

Vo I. IV. M 
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But Annius, crafty ſ-er, with ebon wand, 
And well-diſſembled em'rald on his hand, 
Falſe as his gems, and canker'd as his coins, 


Came, cramm'd. with capon, from where Pollis 


dines. | 

Soft, as the wily fox is ſeen to creep, | 

Where baſk on ſunny, banks the ſimple ſheep, 

Walk round and round, now prying here, now there, 

So he; but pious, whiſper'd firſt his pray'r. 

Grant, gracious goddeſs! grant me till to cheat; 

O may thy cloud ſtill cover the deceit! 

'Thy choicer miſts on this aſſembly ſhed, 

But pour them thickeſt on the noble head. 

So ſhall each youth, aſſiſted by our eyes, 

See other Caeſars, other Homers riſe; 

Through twilight ages hunt th* 9 "of 
Which Chalcis gods, and mortals call an owl, 
Now ſee an Attys, now a Cecrops clear, 
Nay, Mahomet! the pigeon at thine ear; 

Be rich in antient braſs, though not in gold, 

And keep his Lares, though his houſe be ſold; 
To heedleſs'Phoebe his fair bride poſtpone, 
Honour a Syrian prince above his own ; 
Lord of an Otho, if I vouch it true ; 

Bleſs'd in one Niger, till he knows of two. 
Mummius o'crheard bim; Mummius, fool renown d. 
Who like his Cheops ſtinks above the ground, 
Fierce as a ſtartled adder, ſwell'd and ſaid, 
Rattling an antient ſiſtrum at his head : _ 

Speak'ſt thou of Syrian princes ? Traitor baſe ! 

Mine, goddeſs! mine, is all the horned race; 
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True, he had wit, to make their value riſe; 

From fooliſh Greeks to ſteal them, was as uiſe; 
More glorious yet, from deb rens hands to keep, 
When Sailce rovers chac'd him on the deep. 
Then taught by Hermes, and divinely bold, 

Down his own throat he riſk'd the Grecian gold, 
Receiv'd each demi- god, with pious care, | 
Deep in his entrails—]I rever'd them there; 

| bought them ſhrouded in that living ſhrine, 
And, at their ſecond birth, they iſſue mine. 

Witneſs great Ammon! by whoſe horns I ſwore 
(Reply'd ſoft Annius) this our paunch before 
Still bears them, faithful ; and that thus [ cat, 

Is to refund the medals with the meat. 

To prove me, goddeſs! clear of all deſign, 
Bid me with Pollio ſap as well as dine: 
There all the learn'd ſhall at the labour ſtand, 
And Douglas lend his ſoft obſtetric hand. 

The goddeſs ſmiling, ſcem'd to give conſent; 
So back to Pollio, hand in hand, they went. 

Then thick as locuſts, black'ning all the ground, 
A tribe, with weeds and ſhells fantaſtic crown'd, 
Lach with ſome wond'rovs gift approach'd the pow'r, 
A ueſt, a toad, a fungus, or a flow'r. 

But far the foremoſt, two, with earneſt zeal, 
And aſpect ardent, to the throne appeal. 
The firſt thus open'd : Hear thy ſuppliant's call, 
Great queen, and common mother of us all! 
Fair from its humble bed I rear'd this flow'r, 
Suckled, and chear'd, with air, and ſun, and ſhow'r, 
Soft on the paper ruff its leaves I ſpread, | 
Bright with the gilded button tipt its head, 

M z 
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Then thron'd in glaſs, and nam'd it CARoIINE: 
Each maid cry'd, charming! and each youth, divine! 
Did Nature's pencil ever blend ſuch rays, £ 
Such vary'd light in one promiſcuous blaze ? 
Now proſtrate ! dead ! behold that Caroline : 
No maid cries, charming! and no youth, divine! 
And lo the wretch ! whoſe vile, whoſe inſect luſt 
Lay'd this gay daughter of the ſpring in duſt. 
Oh puniſh him, or to th* Elyſian ſhades . 
Diſmiſs my ſoul, where no carnation fades. 

He ceas'd, and wept. With innoceace of mien, 


Th' accus'd ſtood forth, and thus addreſs'd the queen. 


Of all th' enamel'd race, whoſe ſilv'ry wing 
Waves to the tepid zyphers of the ſpring, 
Or ſwims along the fluid atmoſphere, 
Once brighteſt ſhin'd this child of heat and air. 
I ſaw, and ſtarted from its vernal bow'r 
The riſing game, and chac'd from flow'r to flow'r : 
It fled, I follow'd ; now in hope, now pain; 
It ſtopt, I ſtopt : it mov'd, I mov'd again. 
At laſt it fix'd, *twas on what plant it pleas'd, 
Aud where it fix'd, the beauteous bird 1 ſeiz d: 
Roſe or carnation, was below my care; 
] meddle, goddeſs ! only in my ſphere. 
I tell the naked fact without diſguiſe, 
And, to excuſe it, need but ſhew the prize; 
Whoſe ſpoils this paper offers to your eye, 
Fair ev'n in death ! this peerleſs butterfly. 


My ſons! (ſhe anſwer d) both have done your parts: 


Live happy both, and long promote our arts. 
But hear a mother, when ſhe recommends 
To your fraternal care, our ſleeping friends, 
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The common ſoul of Heav'n's more frugal make, 


Serves but to keep fools pert, and knaves awake : 


A drowzy watchman, that juſt gives a knock, 
And breaks our reſt, to tell us what's o'clock. 
Yet by ſome object ev'ry brain is ſtirr'd ; 
The dull may waken to a humming bird; 
The molt recluſe, diſcreetly open'd, find 
Congenial matter in the cockle-kind ; 
'The mind, in metaphyſics at a loſs, 
May wander in a wilderneſs of moſs ; 
The head that turns at ſuper-lunar things, 
Pois'd with a tail, may ſteer on Wilkin's wings, 
O! would the fons of men once think their eyes 
And reaſon giy'n them but to ſtudy flies / 
See Nature in ſome partial narrow ſhape, 
And let the author of the whole eſcape : 
Learn but to trifle ; or, who moſt obſerve, 
To wonder at their Maker, not to ſerve. 
Be that my taſk (replies a gloomy clerk, 
Sworn foe to mylt'ry, yet divinely dark; 
Whoſe pious hope aſpires to ſee the day 


When moral evidence ſhall quite decay, 


And damns implicit faith and holy lics, 

Prompt to impoſe, and foud to dogmatize:) 

Let others creep by timid ſteps, and flow, 

On plain experience lay foundations low, 

By common ſenſe to common knowledge bred, 

And laſt, to Nature's cauſe through Nature led. 

All- ſeeing in thy miſts, we want no guide, 

Mother of arrogance, and ſource of pride! 

We nobly take the high priori road, 

And reaſon downward till we doubt of God. 
M3 
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Make Nature ſtill incroach upon his plan: 

And ſhove him off as far as &'er we can: 

'Thruſt ſome mechanic cauſe into his place 

Or bind in matter, or diffuſe in ſpace. 

Or, at one bound v'erleaping all bis laws, 

Makes God man's image, man the final cauſe. 

Find virtve local, all relation ſcorn, 

Sec all in /eff, and but in ſelf be born: 

Of nought ſo certain as our reaſon (till, 

Of nought ſo douhtful as of foul and will. 

Oh hide the God ſtil more! and make us ſee 

Such as Lucretius drew, a god like thee : 

Wrapt up in ſelf, a god without a thought, 

Regardleſs of our merit or default. 

Or that bright image to our fancy draw, 

Which Theocles in raptur'd viſton ſaw, 

While thro”. poetic ſcenes the genius roves, 

Or wanders wild in academic groves ; 

That Nature our ſociety adores, 

Where Tindal dictates and Silenus ſnores. 
Rous'd at his name, up roſe the bowzy fire, 

And ſhook from out his pipe the ſeeds of fire ; 

Then ſnapt his box, and ſtroak'd his belly down: 

Roſy and rev'rend, tho' without a gown. 

Bland and familiar to the throne he came, 

Led up the youth, and call'd the Goddeſs Dame. 

Then thus. From prieſt-craft happily ſet free, 

Lo! ev'ry finiſh'd ſon returns to thee : 

Firſt ſlave to words, then vaſlal to a name, 

Then dupe to party; child and man the ſame ; 

Bounded by nature, narrow'd ſtill by art, 

A trifling head, and a contracted heart. 


THE DUNCIA D. gex. 183 


Thus bred, thus taught, how many have I ſeen, 
Smiling on all, and ſmil'd on by a queen ? 
Mark'd out for honours, honour'd for their birth, 
To thee the moſt rebe!lious things on earth; 
Now to thy ſhade from all their glory ſhrunk, 
All melted, down, in penſion or in punk! 

80 X*, fo B** ſneak'd into the grave, 

A monarch's half, and half a harlot's ſlave. 
Poor W.“ nipt in folly's broadeſt bloom, 

Who praiſes now? his chaplain on his tomb. 
Then take them all, oh take them to thy breaſt ; 
Thy Magus, Goddeſs ! ſhall perform the reſt. 

With that, a Wizard old his cup extends, 
Which whoſo taſtes, forgets his former friends, 
Sire, anceſtors, himſelf. One caſts his eyes 
Up to a Star, and like Endymion dies. 

A Feather ſhooting from another's head, 
Extracts his brain, and priaciple is fled, 
Loſt is his god, his country, ey'ry thing; 
And nothing left but homage to a king! 
The vulgar herd turn off to roll with hogs, 
To run with horſes, or to hunt with dogs: 
But, ſad example! never to eſcape | 
Their infamy, ſtill keep the human ſhape. 

But ſhe, good Goddeſs, ſent to ev'ry child 
Firm impudence, or ſtupefaction mild; 

And ſtrait ſucceeded, leaving ſhame no room, 
Cibberian forehead, or Cimmerian gloom. 

Kind Self- conceit to ſome her glaſs applies, 
Which no one looks in with another's eyes; 
But as the flatt'rer or dependent paint, 

Beholds himſelf a patriot, chief, or faint. 
M 4 
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On others int' reſt her gay liv'ry flings, 
Int'reſt, that waves on party-colour'd wings: 
Turr'd to the ſun, the caſts a thouſand dyes, 
And, as the turns, the colours fall or riſe. 

Others the Syren ſiſters warble ronnd, 

And empty heads conſole with empty found. 

No more, alas! the voice of Fame they hear, 

The balm of Dulneſs trickling in their ear. 

Great C, — 9 , * 

Why all your toils ? your ſons have learn'd to  fing; 
How quick ambition haſtes to ridicule : 

The ſire is made a peer, the ſon a fool. 

On ſome, a prieſt ſaccin in amice white 

Attends; all fleſh is nothing in his Gght! 

| Beeves, at his touch, at once to jelly turn, 

And the huge boar is ſhrunk into an urn. 

The board with ſpeeious miracles he loads, 
Turns hares to larks, and pigeons into toads, 
Another (for in all what one can ſhine ?) 
Explains the Seve and Verdeur of the vine. 
What cannot copious facrifice attone ? 
Thy treufles, Perigord ! thy hams, Bayonne! 
With French libation and Italian ſtrain, 
Waſh Bladen white, and expiate Hays's ſtaio, 
Knight lifts the head, for what are crowds undone 
To three eſſential partridges in one ? 
Gone ev'ry bluſh, and ſilent all reproach, 
Contending princes mount them in their coach. 

Next, bidding all draw near on bended knees, 
The Queen confers her Titles and Degrees. 
Her children firſt of more diſtinguiſh'd ſort, 


Who ſtudy Shakeſpeare at the Inns of Court, 
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Impale a glow- worm, or Vertu profeſs, 
Shine in the dignity of F. R. 8. 
Some deep free- maſons, join the ſilent race 
Werthy to fill Pythagoras's place: | 
Some botaniſts, or floriſts at the leaſt, 
Or iſſue members of an annual feaſt. 
Nor paſs the meaneſt unregarded, one 
Roſe a Gregorian, one a Gormogon. 
he laſt, not leaſt in honour or applauſe, 
lſis and Cam made doctors of her laws. 

Then bleſſing all, Go children of my care ! 
To practice now from theory repair, 
All my commands are eaſy, ſhort, and full : 
My ſons ! be proud, be ſelfiſh, and be dull. 
Guard my prerogative, aſſert my throne : 
This nod confirms each privilege your own. 
The cap and ſwitch be ſacred to his Grace ; 
With aff and pumps the Marquis leads the race; 
From ſtage to ſtage the licens'd Earl may run, 
Pair'd with his fellow-charioteer, the ſun ; 
The learned Baron butterflies deſign, 
Or draw to ſilk Arachne's fubtile line; 
The judge to dance his brother ſergeant call; 
The ſenator at cricket urge the ball ; | 
The biſhop ſtow (pontific laxury !) 
An hundred ſouls of turkeys in a pye 
The ſturdy ſquire to Gallic maſters ſtoop, 
And drown his lands and manors in a ſoupe. 
Others import yet nobler arts from France, 
Teach Kings to fiddle, and make ſenates dance. 


Perhaps more high ſome daring ſon may ſoar, 
Proud to my liſt to add one monarch more: 
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And nobly conſeious, princes are but things 
Born for firſt miniſters, as ſlaves for kings, 
Tyrant ſupreme ! thall three eſtates command, 
And make one mighty Dunciad of the land. 

More ſhe had ſpoke, but yawn'd : All Nature nods: 
What mortal can reſiſt the yawn of Gods ? 
Churches and chaples inſtantly it reach'd, 
St James's firſt, for leaden Gilbert preach'd : 
Then catch'd the ſchools; the hall ſcarce kept awake; 
The convocation gap'd, but could not ſpeak : 
'Loſt was the nation's fenſe, nor could be found, 
While the long ſolemn uniſon went round: 
Wide, and more wide, it ſpread o'er all the realm; 
Ev'n Palinurus nodded at the helm : | 
The vapour mild o'er each committee crept ; 
Unfiniſh'd treaties in each office ſlept ; 
And chiefleſs armies doz'd out the campaign; 
And navies yawn'd for orders on the main, 

O Muſe ! relate, (for you can tell alone, 
Wits have ſhort memories, and Dunces none), 
Relate, who firſt, who laſt reſign'd to reſt ; 
Whoſe heads ſhe partly, whoſe compleatly bleſt ; 
What charms could faction, what ambition lull, 
The venal quiet, and intrance the dull ; 
* Fill drown'd was ſenſe, and ſhame, and leg and 


wrong. 
O ſing, and huſh the nations with thy ſong ! 
* nnn, o 


In vain, in vain,—the all-compoſing hour 
Reſiſtleſs falls: The Muſe obeys the pow'r. 
She comes ! ſhe comes ! the ſable throne behold 


i Of Night primaeval, and of Chaos old! 
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Before her Fancy's gilded clouds decay, 
And all its varying rain-bows die away. 
Wit ſhoots in vain its momentary fires, 
The meteor drops, and in a flaſh expires, 
As one by one, at dread Medca's ſtrain 
The ſick' ning ſtars fade off th' ethereal plain; 
As Argus' eyes by Hermes“ wand oppreſt, 
Clos'd one by one to everlaſting reſt; 
Thus at her felt approach, and ſecret might, 
Art after art goes out; and all is night. 
See ſkulking truth to her old cavern fled, 
Mountains of Cafuiſtry heap'd o'er her head! 
Philoſophy, that lean'd on heav'n before, 
Shrinks to her ſecond cauſe and is no more. 
Phyſic of metaphyſie begs defence, 
And metaphylic calls for aid on ſenſe ; 

* See myſtery to mathematics fly! 
In vain! they gaze, turn giddy, rave, and die, 
Religion bluſhing vails her ſacred fires; | 
And unawares morality expires. 
Nor public flame, nor private dares to ſhine; 
Nor human ſpark is left, nor glimpſe divine. 
Lo! thy dread empire, Chaos! is reſtor'd ; 
Light dies before thy uncreating word: | 
Thy hand, great Anarch ! lets the curtain fall; 
And Univerſal Darkneſs buries All. 


＋ * — - - 
- =_ — — 


— — 
— — yo — 
3 ——— 3 —— — 2 
r Soo Er oGe ee en, ow  "80O © 
—— — - 


— —— 2 —— — — 

= r — * ＋ ba "x — — 
2 EE — % ——2 

— E 


— 


. ͤ ̃ — LOWS = OS 
5 7. _ 


any EET —— on 
—— — - . —_—— — 
22 2 * „ 4 
* n 
S CE SES. 7 


1 
| 
. 
— 
. * 
. 
= 
EY 
4 
” * 
* 
* 
. 
* 


AF N D 


; IE 
FP N $a 0 


Prefixed to the five firſt im perfect Editions of the 


D UNC IAD, in three Books, printed at DuBux 


and LoN pon, in octavo and duodecimo, 1725. 


The PUBLISHER f to the READER, 


T will be found a true obſervation, tho' ſomewhat 
turprizing, that when any ſcandal is vented againſt 

a man of the higheſt diſtinction and character, either 
in the ſtate or in literature, the public in general afford 
it 2 moſt quiet reception; and the larger part accept 
it as favourably as if it were ſome kindneſs done to 


+ The Publiſher] Who he was is uncertain ; but Ed- 
ward Ward tells us, in his preface to Durgen, * that 
© moſt judges are of opinion this preface is not of Eng- 

lich extraction, but Hibernian, & He means it 
was written by Dr Swiſt, who, whether publiſher or 
not, may be ſaid in a ſort to be author of the poem. 
For when he, together with Mr Pope, (for reaſons 


ſpecified in the preface to their Miſccllanies), determi- 
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themſelves: Whereas, if a known ſcoundrel or block - 
head but chance to be touched upon, a whole legion 
is up in arms; and it becomes the common cauſe of all 
ſcriblers, bookſcllers, and printers whatſoever. 


ned to own the moſt trifling pieces in which they had 
any hand, and to deſtroy all that remained in their 
power; the firſt ſketch of this poem was ſnatched 
from the fire by Dr Swift, who perſuaded his ſriend 
to proceed in it; and to him it was therefore inſcribed, 
But the occaſion of printing it was as follows: 
There was publiſhed in thoſe Miſcellanies, a 'Trea- 


tiſe of the Bathos, or Art of Sinking in Poetry, in 


which was a chapter, where the ſpecies of bad writers 
were ranged in claſſes, and initial letters of names pre- 
fixed, for the moſt part at random. But ſuch was the 
number of poets eminent in that art, that ſome one or 
other took every letter to himſelf. All fell into ſo vio- 
lent a fury, that for half a year, or more, the com- 
mon neus papers (in moſt of which they had ſome 
property, as being hired writers) were filled with the 
moſt abuſive falſchoods and ſcurrilities they could poſ- 
ſibly deviſe; a liberty no ways to be wondered at in 
thoſe people, and in thoſe papers, that, for many 
years, during the uncontrolled licence of the preſs, had 
aſperſed almoſt all the great characters of the age; and 
this with impunity, their own perſons and names be- 
ing utterly ſecret and obſcure, This gave Mr Pope 
the thought, that he had now ſome opportunity of 
doing good, by detecting and dragging into light theſe 
common enemies of mankind; fince, to invalidate this 
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Not to ſearch too deeply into. the reaſon hereof, I 
will only obſerve as a fact, that every week, for theſe 
two months palt, the town has been perſecuted with 
+ pamphlets, advcrtiſements, letters, and weekly eſ- 
ſays, not only againſt the wit and writings, but a- 
gainſt the charaQer and perſon of Mr Pope. And 
that of all thote men who have received pleaſure from 
his works, which by modeſt computation may be a- 
bout a 4 hundred thouſand in theſe kingdoms of Eng- 
land and Ireland; (not to mention Jerſey, Guernſey, 


univerſal ſlander, it ſufficed to ſhew what contempti- 
ble men were the authors of it. He was not without 
hopes, that, by manifeſting the dulneſs of thoſe who 
had only malice to recommend them ; either the 
bookſellers would not find their account in employing 
them, or the men themſelves, when diſcovered, want 
courage to proceed in ſo unlawful an occupation. This 
it was that gave birth to the Dunciad; and he thought 
it an happineſs, that, by the late flood of ſlander on 


himſelf, he had acquired ſuch a peculiar right over 


their names as was neceſſary to his deſign. 


+ Pamphlets, advertiſements, Kc. ] See the liſt of 


thoſe anonymous papers, with their dates and authors, 
annexed, inſerted before the pcem. 


+ About an hundred thouſand] It is ſurpriſing with 
what ſtupidity this preface, which is almoſt a conti- 
nued irony, was taken by thoſe authors. All ſuch 
paſſages as theſe were underſtood by Curl, Cook, Cib- 


ker, and others, to be ſerious. Hear the Laureate, 
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the Orcades, thoſe in the new world, and foreigners 


who have tranſlated him into their languages); of all 


this number nor a man hath ſtood up to "IO one word 
in his defence. | 

The only exception is, the | author of the following 
poem, who doutbleſs had either a better inſight into 
the grounds of this clamuur, or a better opinion of 
Mr Pope's integrity, join'd with a greater perſonal 
Jove for him, than any other of his numerous friends 
and admirers. 0 

Farther, that he was in his peculiar intimacy, ap- 
pears from the knowledge he manifeſts of the moſt 
private authors of all the anonymous pieces againſt 
him, and from his having in this poem attacked || no 


man living, who had not before printed, or publithed 


ſome ſcandal againſt this gentleman. 


(Letter to Mr Pope, p. 9.) * Tho' I grant the Dun- 
© ciad a better poem of its kind than ever was writ; 
© yet, when 1 read it with thoſe vain glorious incum- 
© brances of Notes and Remarks upon it, &c —it is a- 
© mazing, that you, who have writ with ſuch malterly 
« ſpirit upon the ruliog paſſion, ſhould be ſo blind a 
« ſlave to your own, as not to ſee how far a low ava- 
© rice of praiſe,” &c. (taking it ſor granted that the 
notes of Scribjerus and — were the author's 
own.) | 

+ The . of the following poem, Kc. A very 
plain irony, ſpeaking of Mr Pope himielf. | 

The publiſker in theſe words went a little too far: 


= 
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How came poſſeſt of it, is no concern: to the 
reader ; bat it would, have been a. wrong, to him, hag, 
I. detained. the publication; ſince thaſe names; which 
are. its, chief -orgameats. die off daily fo, faſt, as muſk 
render it too ſoon unintelligible. If it provoke the 
author to give us a more r Oy I 11 my 
end, dnnn 2 

Who he is 1 cannot * and (which is a ben 
there i is certainly t nothing in his ſtile and. manner of 
writing, which can diſtinguiſh or diſcover. him: For, 
if it bears any reſemblance to that of Mr Pope, it is 


not improbable but it might be done on Purpoſe, with 


a view to have it paſs for his. But by. the frequency 
of his alluſic ons to Virgil, and a laboured (not to fay 
affecde d) ſhortneſs in imitation of him, I ſhould think 
him more an admirer of tlie Roman poet than of the 
Greian, and in that not t of the lame taſte with his 
friend. 

'T bade been wet informed, that; this wirk was this 


laboug of ful fix {years of his lite, a and that be vdo 
1841 ut D Wieck n 1 ET 300 oh 


But-it is certain, whitever' | names hs reader finds chat 


are unknown to biw, « are of ſuch; and the exception is 
only of two or three, whoſe dulneſs, impudent ſeur- 


rility, or ſelf-conceit, all mankind agreed tg have We 


% 


ly intitled them to a place in the Dunciad. 


+ There is, certainly nothing in his ſtile, &c. 1 This ! 1 
rony bad ſmall effec in concealing, the author. The 
Dunciad, imperfect as jt was, had not been publiſhed, 
two days, but the whole toun gave it to Mr Po e. 

Tbe labour of full fix years, Kc.) This alfo was 

Var, IV. N. 
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retired himſelf from all the avocations and pleaſures 
of the world, to attend diligently to its correction and 

| n; and fix years more he intended to beſtow 
upon it, as it ſhould ſeem by this verſe of nne 
urged was cited at the head of his EIT, 


o miki bſſeno multum vigila per annos, 
Duncia +! 


ans fe co «© TT i 


1 
A a we lows thi e the poem; ; 
af pau e 0.1 Qi S551 | q 
boneltly a and ſeriouſly believed by divers gentlemen of t 
the Dunciad. 1 Ralph, pref, to Sawney. * Weare a 
« told it was the labour of fix years, .with the utmoſt 
od  aſſiduity and application. it i is no great compliment & 
©to the author s ſenſe, to have employed ſo large a { 
4 part of his life, &c. So alſo Ward, pref. to Dur- 1 
850. * The Punciad, as the. publiſher very wiſely con- { 
, colt the author fix years retirement from all t 
© plealares of life; though it is ſomewhat difficult J 
© to conceive, from cither its bulk or beauty, that it f 
© could be fo long io hatching, &. But the length 1 
© of time, and cloſeneſs of application, were men- ” 
r Aeon ht | 
+ . it. a 
They juſt as well underſtood what Scriblerus ſaid of ſt 
| the poem. n 


'+ The preface to Curl's Rey, p. 3 took this word 
to be really in Statins. By a. quibble on the word 

© Duncia, the Dunciad is formed. Mc Ward alſo ol- 
Wr l 


tl 
tl 
1 
b. 
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which, with the ſame certainty as we call that of Ho- 
mer the Iliad, of Virgil the neid, of Camoens the 
Luſiad, we may pronounce, could have been, and can 

be no other than | $267 
The DUNCIAD. 


It is ſtyled Heroic, as being doubly ſo; not only with 
reſpect to its nature, which, according to the beſt rules 
of the antients, and ſtricteſt ideas of the moderns, is 
critically ſuch 3 but alſo with regard to the heroical 
diſpoſition and high courage of the writer, who dared 
to ſtir up ſuch a formidable, irritable, and implacable 
race of mortals. 

T here may ariſe ſome obſcurity in chronology from 
the Names in the poem, by the inevitable removal of 
ſome authors, and inſertion of others, in their niches. 
For whoever will conſider the unity of the whole de- 
ſign, will be ſenſible, that the poem was not made for 
theſe authors, but theſe authors for the poem. I ſhould 
judge that they were clapped in as they roſe, freſh and 
freſh, and changed from day to day; in like manner 
as whea the old boughs wither, we thruſt new ones 
into a chimney. | | | 

would not have the reader too much troubled or 
anxious, if he cannot decypher them; ſince, when he 
ſhall have found them out, he will probably know no 
more of the perſon than before. 

| Yet we judged it better to preſerve them as they are, 

than to change them for fictitious names; by which 

the ſatire would only be multiplied, and applied to 

many inſtead of one. Had the hero, for inſtance, 

been called Codrus, how many would have affirmed 
N 2 
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him to have been Mr T. Mr E. Sir R. B. &c; but 
now all that unjuſt ſcandal is ſaved by calling him by 
a name which by zoad luck a Bod of a 
real perſon. 


n. 
ADVERTISEMENT 


To the FIRST EDfrro with Notes, 


in Quarto, 1729. 


1 will be ſufficient to ſay of this edition, that the 
reader has here a much more corrett and com- 
plete copy of the Duxciao, than has hitherto appear- 
ed. I cannot anſwer but ſome miſtakes may have 
llipt into it; but a vaſt number of others will be pre- 
vented by the names being now not only ſet at 
length, but juſtified by the authorities and reaſons gi- 
ven. I make no doubt, the author's own motive 
to uſe real rather than feigned names, was his care 
to preſerve the innocent from any falſe applica» 
tion; whereas, in the former editions, which had 
no more [than the initial letters, he was made, by 
keys printed here, to hurt the inoffenſive; and (what 
was worſe) to abuſe his friends, by an impreſſion at 
Dublin. 

The commentary which attends this poem was ſent 
me from ſeveral hands, and conſequently muſt be un- 
equally written ; yet will have one advantage over 
moſt commentaries, that it is not made upon conjer- 
tures, or at a remote diftance of time: And the read- 
er cannot but deriye one pleaſure from the very Ober- 
N 3 
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rity of the perſons it treats of, that it partakes of the 

nature of a Secret, which molt people love to be let 
into, tho' the men or the things be ever fo inconſide- 
ble or trivial. 

Of the Perſons it was judged proper to give fome 
account: For ſince it is only in this monument that 
they muſt expect to ſurvive, (and here ſurvive they will, 
as long as the Engliſh tongue ſhall remain ſuch as it 
was in the reigns of Queen Anne and King George,) 
it ſeemed but humanity to beſtow a word or two up- 
en each, juſt to tell what he was, what he writ, when 
he lived, and when be died. | 
If a word or two more are added upon the chief of- 
fenders, tis only as a paper pinned upon the breaſt, to 
mark the enormities for which they ſuffered; leſt the 
eorrection only ſhould be remembered, and the erime 
forgotten. $ cs 

In ſome articles it was thought ſufficient, barely to 
tranſcribe from Jacob, Curl, and other writers of their 
own rank, who were much better acquainted with 
them than any of the authors of this comment can 
pretend to be, Moſt of them had drawn each other's 
characters on certain occaſions ; but the few here in- 
ferted are all that could be ſaved from the 28 de- 
ſtruction of ſueh works. ä 

Of the part of Scriblerus I need ſay A ; his 
manner is well enough known, and approved by all 
dut thoſe who are too much concerned to be judges. 
The imĩtations of the Antients are added, to grati- 
fy thoſe who either never read, or may have forgot- 
ten them ; together with ſome of the parodies and al- 
lußons to the moſt excellent of the Moderns. If, from 
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the frequency of the former, any man think the poem 

too much a Cento, our poet will but appear t have 
done the ſame thing in jeſt which Boileau did in ear- 
neſt; and upon which Vida, Fracaſtorius, and many 
of the moſt eminent Latin poets, n valued: 
chemſelves. 
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A LIST of 
bos PAPERS, wt VERSES, 


fo which our Arthor was abuſed, before the Publica- 
tion of the Duxciav ; with the true Names of the 
Authors. | 


* Aur w_gt critical and ſatirical on a late Raphſody, 

called, An Eſſay on Criticiſm. By Mr Dennis, 
printed by B. Lintot, price 6d. 

A New Rehearſal, or Bays the younger; contain- 
ing an Examen of Mr Rowe's plays, and a word or 
two on Mr Pope's Rape of the Lock. Anon. [By 
Charles Gildon] ng for 4+ Roberts, 1714, price 
9 

Homerides, or a Letter to Mr Pope, occaſioned by 
his intended tranſlation of Homer. By Sir Iliad Do- 

grel. [Tho. Burnet and &. Ducket, Eſquires] printed 
for W. Wilkins, 1715, price 9 d. 

Aſop at the Bear-garden; a viſion, in imitation of 
the Temple of Fame, by Mr-Preſton. Sold by John 
Morphew, 1515, price 6 d. h 

The Catholic Poet, or Proteſtant W Sorrow- 
ful Lamentation; a Ballad about Homer's Iliad. By 
Mrs Centlivre nd others, 17135, price 1 d. | | 

An Epilogue to a Puppet-ſhew at Bath, concerning 
the faid Iliad. By George Ducket, Eſq; printed by E. 
Curl. 

A complete key to the What-d'yc-call-it. Anon, 
[by Griffin a player, ſuperviſed by Mr They prin- 
«6d by J. Roberts, 2715. 
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N true Character of Mr P. and his writings, in a 
letter to a friend, Anon. [Dennis] printed for 8. 

Popping, 1716, price 3d | 
The "Confederates, a Farce. By Joſeph Gay, 
FJ. D. Breval] printed for R. Burleigh, wi 17, price” 
++. 

Remarks upon Mr Pope's tranſlation of Homer; 
with two letters concerning the Windſor Foreſt, and 
the Temple of Fame. By Mr Dennis, printed for E. 
Curl. 171), price 18. 6 d. 

Satires on the tranſlators of Homer, Mr P. a Mr 
T. Anon. [Bez. Morris] 1717, price 6 d. 

The Triumvirate: Or, a Letter from Palaemon to 
Celia at Bath. Anon. [Leonard Welſted] 1711, fo- 
lio, price x s. 

The Battle of Poets, an heroic.poem. By Tho. 
Cooke, printed for J. Roberts, folio, 1725. 
Memoirs of Lilliput. Anon. [Eliza Haywood] 

octavo, printed in 1727. 

An Eflay on Criticiſm, in weeds By the author of 
the Critical Hiſtory of England. [IJ r 6s oCta- 
vo, printed 17429. 

Gulliveriana and a with an 40 
preface and critique on Swift and Pope's miſcellanies. 
By Jonathan Smedley, printed by J. SY octavo, 
1728. 

Characters of the Times; or, an account of the 
writings, characters, &c. of feveral gentlemen libelled 
by S—— and P——, in a | Into TI 4 dia, | 
1728. 

Remarks on Mr Pope's wi of the-Lock, in Intters 
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to a friend. By Mr Dennis; written in 1724, though 
not printed till 1728, e i | 


Verſes, Letters, 0 art, or divas lame in wy" Public 
Prints, 


Britiſh Journal, November 25, 1727: A Letter on 
Swift and Pope's Miſcellanies. [Writ by M Conca- 
nen.] 

Daily Journal, March 18. 1728, A Letter by Phi- 
lomauri. James Moore-Smith. 

1d. March 29. A Letter about Therſites; accuſing 
the author of diſaffection to the government. By 
James Moore- Smith. 

Miſt's Weekly Journal, March 30. An Eſſay on 
the Arts of a Poet's ſinking in Reputation; or, a Sup- 
plement to the art of ſinking in poetry. [Suppoſed 
by Mr Theobald.) 

Daily Journal, April 3. A Letter. ander the name 
of Philo. ditto. By James Moore-Smith. 

Flying Poſt, April 4. A Letter againſt Gulliver 
and Mr P. [By Mr.Oldmixon:] 

Daily Journal, April.s. An Auction of Goods at 
Twickenham. By James Moore-Smith. 

The Flying Poſt, April 6. A Fragment of a Trea · 
tiſe upon Swift and Pope. By Mr Oldmixon. 

The Senator, April 9. On the fame, By Edward 
Roome. 2 

Daily Journal, April 8. Advertiſement by James: 
Moore-Smith. . 96.1 755 
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Flying Poſt, April 13. Verſes againſt Dr Swift, 
and againſt Mr P——'s Homer, By J. Oldmixon. 
Daily Journal, April 24. Letter about the tranſla- 
tion of the character of Therſites in Homer. By Tho- 
mas Cooke, &c. 
Miſt's Weekly Journal, April 27. A Letter of 

Lewis Theobald. 
Daily Journal, May 11. A Letter againſt Mr P. 
at large. Anon. [John Dennis.] 

All theſe were afterwards 51506 in a 3 
entitled, A Collection of all the Verſes, Eſſays, Let- 
ters, and Advertiſements occaſioned by Mr Pope and 
Swift's Miſcellanies, prefaced by Concanen, ano- 
nymous, octavo, and printed for A Moore, 1728, 
price 18. Others of an older date, having lain as waſte 
paper many years, were, upon the publication of the 
Dunciad, brought out, and their authors betrayed by 
the mercenary bookſellers (in hope of fome poſſibility 
ok vending a few) by advertiſing them in this manner. 
—* The Confederates, a farce. By Captain Breval, 
(for which he is put into the Dunciad.) An Epi- 
© logue to Powel's Puppet-ſhow. By Colonel Ducket, 
(for which he is put into the Dunciad.) Eſſays, &c. 
© By Sir Richard Blackmore. (N. B. It was for a pat- 
© ſage of this book that Sir Richard was put into the 
© Dunciad.) And ſo of others. 


After the Dun ct4p, 1738. 


An Eſſay on the Dunciad, octavo, printed for J. 
Roberts. {In this book, p. 9+ it was formally decla- 
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red, That the complaint of the aforeſaid libels and 
* advertiſements was forged and untrue; that all t 

© mouths had been lent, except in Mr Pope's praiſe ; 
© and nothing againſt him publiſhed, but by Mr Theo- ſ 
"IF hold} , 7 
Sawney, in blank verſe, occaſioned by the Dunciad; { 
with a critique on that poem. By J. Ralph [a perſon ] 

never mentioned in it at firſt, but inſerted after] prin- 
ted for J. Roberts, octavo. 7 
A complete Key to the Dunciad. By E. Curl, | 
! 


amo, price 6 d. 

A ſecond and third edition of the fame, with addi- 
tions, 12mo. 

The Ropiad, By E. . Curl, axtendad from J. Den- | 
nis, Sir Richard Blackmore, &c. 12mo, price 6d. 

The Curliad. By the ſame E. Curl, 

The Female Dunciad. Collected by the ſame Mr { 
Curl, 12mo, price 6d. With the metamorphoſis of 
P. into a ſtinging nettle. By Mr Foxſton, 12 mo. 

The Metamorphoſis of Scriblerus into Snarlerus. 
By J. 3medley, printed for A. Moore, folio, price 69. 
| The Dunciad diſſected. By Curl and Mr Thomas, 
tzmo. 

An Eſſay on the Taſte and Writings of the W 
times. Said to be writ by a gentleman of C. C. C. 
Oxon, printed for J. Roberts, octavo. 

The Arts of Logic and Rhetoric,-partly taken from 
Bouhours, with new refleQtions, &c. By _ Old- 
mixon, octavo. 


Remarks on the Dunciad. By Mr Dons dedica - 
ted to Theobald, oQtavo, 
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A Supplement to the Profound. Ae By Mat- 
thew Concanen, octavo. 3 


MiQ's Weekly Journal, June 8. A long letter 


ſigned W. A, Writ by ſome or other of the club of 


Theobald, Dennis, Moore, Concanen, Cooke, who for 
ſome time held conſtant weekly meetings for theſe 
kind of performances. 

Daily Journal, June 11. A Letter ſigned Philo- 
ſcriblerus, on the name of Pope Letter to Mr Theo- 
bald, in verſe, ſigned B. M. [ Bezaleel Morris] againſt 


Mr P—. Many other little epigrams abont this time 


in the ſame papers, by James Moore, and others. 


Miſt's Journal, June 22. A eee Theo- | 


bal 


Flying Poſt, Aud 8. Letter on Pops od Swift. : 
Daily Journal, Auguſt 8. Letter e _ au- 


thor of the Dunciad with treaſon. 


Durgen: A plain ſatire on a pompous catiriſt. By 


Edward Ward, with a little of James Moore. 
Apollo's Maggot in his Cups. By E. Ward. 
Gulliveriana Secunda. Being a colleftion of many 

of the libels in the news-papers, like the former vo- 

lume, under the ſame title, by Smedley. Advertiſed 
in the Craftſman, Nov. 9. 1728, with this remarkable 
promiſe, that © any thing which any body ſhould ſend as 

Mr Pope's or Dr Swiſt's, ſhould be inſerted and pu- 

« bliſhed as theirs.* © 
Pope Alexander's Supremacy and Infallibility ex- 

amined, &c. By George Ducket and John Dennis, 


quarto. 
Dean Jonathan s Parapbraſe on the ivth chapter of 


Geneſiv Writ by E. Roome, folio, 1729. 
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Labeo. A paper of verſes by Leonard Welſted, 
which after came into one epiſtle, and was publiſhed by 
James Moore, quarto, 1730. Another part of it came 
out in Welſted's own name, under the juſt title of Dul- 


mer ad 8 _ 1731. 


_ There bave been fot 2 


W Ihn of Horace. By a | lady ſor 
between a lady, a lord, anda court 3 Printed 
for J. Roberts, folio. i 

An Epiſtle from a Abbes to a Doctor of Divi- 
nity, from Hampton- court [Lord H 720 Prin- 
ted for J. Roberts alſo, folio. | | 

A Letter from Mr Cibber to Mr Pope. Printed for 


W. Lew? in — octavo. 


: - . 
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— 


Iv. 


EXILE TYL 
CHARACTERS 


Mr DRYDEN and Mr POPE, 


As drawn by . of their Contemporaries 
« © © 


ur BALD EN. 


His PoLiTics, RR LIOIO N, Mo x AL i. 


DRYDEN is a mere renegado from monarchy, 
poetry, and good ſenſe a. A true republican 
ſon of monarchical church b. A republican atheiſt c. 
Dryden was from the beginning an 4 οο 
and [ doubt not will continue fo to the laſt d. 

In the poem called Abſalom and Achitophel are no- 
8 traduced, The King, the Queen, the Lords, 


'# Milbourn on — Virgil, _ 1698, 


page 6. 
Page 38, c. Page 192. 
4 Page v. | 


K 


3 
PARALLEL 
CHARACTERS 


Mr POPE and Mr 3 
As drawn by certain of their Contemporaries. 


| Mr POPE. 
His POLITI es, RELIGION, MORALS. 


R Por is an open and mortal enemy to his 

country, and the commonwealth of learning a. 
Some call him a popiſh whig, which is directly incon- 
ſiſtent bf. Pope, as a papiſt, muſt be a tory and high 


flyer c. He is both a whig and tory d. 
He hath made it his cuſtom to cackle to more than 


one party in their own ſentiments e. | 
- In his Miſcellanics, the perſons abuſed are, The 


a Dennis's Rem. on the Rape of the Lock, pref. | 


P. xii © Dunciad diſſected. | . 
e Preface to Gulliveriana. d Dennis, Cha- 
racter of Mr P. e Theobald, Letter in Miſt's 


Journal, June 23. 128. 
Vol. IV. : O 
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and Gentlemen, not only their honourable perſons 
expoſcd, but the whole Nation and its Repreſenta- 
tives notoriouſly libelled, It is ſcandalum magnatum, 
yea of Majeſty itſelf a. . 

He looks upon God's goſpel as a fooliſh fable, like 
the Pope, to whom he is a pitiful purveyor 5. His ve- 
ry Chriſtianity may be queſtioned c. He ought to ex- 

pect more ſeverity. than other men, as he is moſt un- 
-merciful in his own reflections on others d. With as 
good a right as — he ſets up for poetical infal- 


pany e. 
Mr D RYD E N only a Veliber. 


His whole libel is all bad matter, beautified (which 
is all that can be faid of it) with good metref. Mr 
Dryden's genius did not appear-in any thing more 
than his verſification, and whether he is to be ennobled 
ye that only, is a OI g. 


Mr DRYDEN" VIRG1L, : 


Tonſon calls it Dryden 8 Virgil, to ſhew that this is 
not that Virgil ſo admired .in the Auguſtan age ; but 
a Virgil of another ſtamp, a ſilly, impertinent, nonſen- 
ſical writer. None but a Bavius, a Maevius, or a Ba- 
thyllus carped at Virgil b; and none but ſuch unthink- 
ing vermin admire his tranſlator i. It is true, ſoft 


a Whip and Key, ato, printed for R. Janeway, 1682. 
Preface. ö Ibid. c Milbourn, p. 9 d Ibid. p. 175. 
e Page 39. F Whip and Key, Pref. g Oldmixon, 
Eſſay on Criticiſm, p. 84. h Milbourn, p. 2. 7 P. 35. 
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8 * 


the Eſtabliſhed Church, as preſent Nlinidry, * 
To make ſenſe of ſome paſſages, they muſt be con- 
ſtrued into Royal Scandal 2. THEY . 
He is a popiſh rhymeſter, bred up wich a . e 
of the ſacred writings b. His religion allows him. to 
deſtroy heretics, not only with his pen, but with fire 
and ſword ; and ſuch were all thoſe -nohappy wits 
whom he ſacrificed to his accurſed popith principles c. 
It deſerved vengeance to ſuggeſt, that Mr Pope had 


leſs infallibility than his nameſake at Rome d. 
Mr PO PE only a Verſifier. 5 been 


| The 3 numbers of the Dunciad are all that re- | 


commend it, nor hath it any other merit e. It muſt be 
owned that he has got a notable knack of rhyming and 


king ae wg: „ 3 


2 Mr POPE" Howrs. 


106 Nn 


The Homer which Lintot prints does not tail like 


Sant but like Pope; and he who tranſlated him, 
one would ſwear, had a hill in Tipperary tor his Par- 


naſſus, and a puddle in ſome bog for his Hippo- 


k 


: i 4 Lift, at the end of a Collection of Verſes, Letters, 
Advertiſements, 8vo. Printed for A. Moore, 1728, 
and the preface to it, p. 6. ö Dennis's Remarks on 
Homer, p..27. c,Preface to Gulliveriana, p- 11. 


A Dedication to the Collection of Verſes, „Letters, e. 


p. 9. & Miſt's Journal of June 8. 1 * 7 Cy 


of Mr P. and Dennis on Hom. > i 
wt 8 02 0 * 


—— — * 
OAT HI es oy ws 


* 
rr 


n 
1 


1 


21 ATEN DI. 


- and eafy lines might become Qwid's Epiſtles, or Art of 
Love—But Virgil, who is all great and majeſtic, &c. 
fequires ſtrength of lines, weight of words, and cloſe- 
neſs of expreſſions x not an ambling Muſe running on 
carpet-ground, and ſhod as lightly as a Newmarket 
rFacer,—He has numberleſs faults in his author's mean- 
ing, and in propriety of expreſſion a. 


Mr DRYDEN ' anderſtood no Greek nor Latin. 


Mr Dryden was once, I have heard, at Weſtminſter- 
ſchool : Dr Buſby would have whipt him for ſo chil- 
diſh a paraphraſe B. The meaneſt pedant in England 
would whip a lubber of twelve for conſtruing ſo ab- 
ſurdly c. The tranſlator is mad; every line betrays 
his ſtupidity d. The faults are widunierable, and con- 
vince me that Mr Dryden did not, or would not un- 
Eerſtand his author e. This ſhews how fit Mr D. may 
be to tranſlate Homer / A miſtake in a fingle letter 
might fall on the printer well enough, but s:x.@e for 
ixz@g muſt be the error of the author: Nor had he 
art enough to correct it at the preſs f. Mr Dryden 
writes for the court-ladies—He writes we the ladies, 
and not for uſe g. 
IT The tranſlator puts in a little RP now and 
then into Virgil; for a ragout to 2, his cheated fub- 
ſeribers b. 


_” Page 22. and 192. 0 Page 206. 
5 Milbourn, p. 72+ F Page 19. 
c Page 203. Page 144. 190 


d Page 78. b Page 67. 


AD N RN NU aig 


erene a. He has no admirers among thoſe that can 
diſtinguiſh, diſcern, and judge b. 

He hath a knack at ſmooth verſe, but * ei- 
ther genius or good ſenſe, or any tolerable knowledge 
of Engliſh; The qualities which diſtingui Homer 
are the beauties of bis diction, and the harmony of 
his verſification;—But this little author, who is ſo much 
An vogue, has neither ſeuſe in his 1 nor r Eng- 
4iſh/in his expreſſions c. 


Mr P O PE underſtood no Greek. 


He hath undertaken to tranſlate Homer from the 
Greek, of which he knows not one word, into Eng- 
liſh, of which he underſtands as little d. I wonder 
how this gentleman would look, ſhould it be diſcover- 
ed, that he has not tranſlated ten verſes together, in 
any book of Homer, with juſtice to the poet, and yet 
he dares reproach his fellou-writers with not under- 
ſtanding Greek e. He has ſtuck ſo little to his original, 
as to have his knowledge i in Greek called in queſtion 7 
1 ſhould be glad to know which it is of all Homer's 
excellencies which has ſo delighted the ladies, and the 
gentlemen who judge like ladies g. 

But he has a notable talent at burleſque ; bis genius 
Nides fo naturally into it, that he hath TLIC 4, Ho- 
mer, without defgoing it Y. 


4 Dennis's Remarks on Pope's Homer, p. 12. 1 1 
bid. p. 14. c Character of Mr P. p. 17. and Remarks 
on Homer, p. 91. d Deunis's Remarks, p. 12. e Daily 
Jour. April 23. 1726. F Supplement to the Profound, 
pref. g Oldmixon, Eſſay on Criticiſm, p. 66. hb Den- 
vis's Remarks, p. 28. 
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Air D R E D E N wicked hs n 

— 25 7 7 

"a — 5 any man, who could not but be con- 
. ſcious of his own unfiineſs for it, ſhould go to amuſe 
- . the learned world with fuch an undertaking! A, man 
ougbt to value his reputation more than money; and 
not to hope that thoſe, who can read for themſelves, 
will be impoſed upon, merely by a partially and unſea- 
ſonably celebrated name a. Poetis quidli ibet audend: 
ſhall be Mr Dryden s motto, though it ound extend 


ba gs ge regen 1 


= 


| Names beſtowed on Mc DRYDEN. , 


| An Apr ] A crafty ape dreſſed up in nn gown 
8 —Whips | put into an ape's paw, 'to play pranks with 
None but apiſh and papiſh brats will heed, him c. 
An Ass.] A camel ill. take upon. him, no more 
burden than. i is ſuffcient for bis ſtrength, but there i is 
another beaſt that crouches under ALE: i ain 22 
AF Ro.] Poet Squab endued with poet Maro': 5 
ſpirit! an ugly, eroaking Kind of . which would 
ſwell t. to the bulk of an ox e. n Ng 
A Cowan. ] A Clinias or a Damaetas, or a man 


of Mr 8 5 own e . 
41 0 

8 ** Page 192. N 4 Milbourn, p · oye” 
D Page 125. e Page 11. 


Whip and Key, pref. J Page 176. 


A-:P:jP BE NaD-AI . 


Mr . OP E tricked his Subſcribers. 


'Tis indeed ſomewhat bold, and almoſt prodigious, 
for a ſingle man to undertake ſuch a work: But tis 
too late to diſſuade, by demonſtrating the madneſs of 
the project. The ſubſcribers expectations have been 
' raiſed in proportion to what their pockets have been 
drained of a. Pope has been concerned in Jobs, and 
hired out his name to bookſellers ö. 


Names beſtowed on Mr POPE. 


An Arx. ] Let us take the intial letter of his Chri- 
flian name, and the initial and final letters of his ſur- 
name, viz. A P E, and they give you the ſame idea of 
an ape as his face c, &c. 

An Ass.] It is my duty to pull off the lion's ſkin 
from this little aſs d, 

AFzoc.] A ſquab ſhort gentleman—a little crea- 
ture that, like the frog in the fable, ſwells, and is an- 
gry that it is not allowed to be as big as an oxe. 

A Cowaxp.] A lurking way-laying coward 7. 


2 e Homerides, p. 1, &c. b Britiſh Journal, No- 

vember 25. 1727. c Dennis, Daily Journal, May 
11. 1728. d Dennis, Remarks on Homer, preface. 
e Dennis's Remarks on the Rape of the Lock, pref. 


p. 9. F Character of Mr P. page 3. 
O 4 


an APP E N PD I X. 


A Ex AVE. ] Mr Dryden has heard of Paul, the 
Knave of Jeſus Chriſt: And, if I miſtake not, I've 
read ſomewhere of Join Dryden, ſervant to his Ma- 

4. 
| > {PR Had he not been ſuch a ſeclf-conceited 
| fool b Some great poets are poſitive blockheads c. 
| A Turns. 7 So little a thing as Mr e d. 


2 Page 51. 5 Whip and key, preface. c l 
bourn, p. 31. d Ibid. p. 35. 
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A KNave.] He is one whom God and Nature have 
-marked for want of common honeſty a. 


A Foor.] Great fools will be chriſtened by the 


names of great poets, and Pope will be called Ho- 
mer b. 


A T a1ns.) A little abject thing c. 


a Character of Mr P. page 3. 5 Dennis's Re- 
marks on Homer, page 37. C Ibid. page 8. 
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Perſons Celebrated in this Po EN. 


The firſt number ſhews the Boox, the fecond the 
VERSE, 


Y 0, 
n Philips, i. Fog i ii. 326. 

Attila, iii. 92. = 
Alaric, UL %... of ee, 
Alma Mater, iii. 33. 
Annius, an Antiquary, Iv. n 
Arnall, William, ti. 58. 

B, 
'BLACKMORE, Sir Richard, i. 104. ii, 268. 
Beſalecl Morris, ii. 126. lit. 168. 
Banks, i. 146. 5 
Broome, ibid. 
Bond, ii. 126. 
Brown, iii. 28. 
Bladen, iv. 560, 
Budgel, Eſq; ii. 397. 
Bentley, Richard, iv. 201. 
Bentley, Thomas, ii. 205. 
Boyer, Abel, ii. 41 3- 
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Bland, a Gazetteer, i. 2 31. 
Breval, J. Durant, ii. 126, 238. 
Benlowes, iii. 21. 
Bavius, ibid. 
Burmannus, iv. 237. 
Benſon, William, Eſq; i wi, 328. iv. 110. 
: Burgerſdy ek. i ne | 
Boeotians, iii. 5 
Bruin and Bears, 1. 101. 
Bear and Fiddle, i. 224. 
| C. 
CiBBtx, Colley, Hero of the Poem, paſſim. 
Cibber jun. iii. 139, 326. 
Caxton, William, i. 149. 
Curll, Edm. i. 40. ii. 3. 58. 167, &c. 
Cooke, Thomas, ii. 138. 
Concanen, Matthew, ii. 299. 
Centlivre, Suſannah, ii. 411. 
Caeſar in Egypt, i. 251. 
Chi Ho- am- ti, Emperor of China, iii. 75. 
Crouzaz, iv. 198. 
Codrus, ii. 244. 
n 
De Foe, Daniel, i. 10 3. ii. 147. 
De Foe, Norton, ii. 415. 
De Lyra, or Harpsfield, i. 153. 
Dennis, John, i. 106. ii. 239. iii. 173. 
Danton, John, ii. 144. 
Durfey, iii. 146. 
Dutchmen, ii. 405. iii. 51. 
Doctors, at White's, i 203, 
Douglas, iv. 394, 
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E. 
FusDEN, Laurence, Poet Laureate, i. r04. 
Eliza Haywood, ll. 157, &c, 
| F, 

FLECKNoO, Richard, ii. 2. 

Fauſtns, Dr, iti. 233 

Fleetwood, iv. 326. 
Free Maſons, iv. 576. 

French Cooks, iv. 553. 


G. 

. G1LDoN, Charles, i. 296. £ 
Goode, Barn. iii. 15 3. 
Goths, iii. 90. 
Gazetteers, i. 215. ii. 314. 
Gregorians and Gormogons, iv. 575, 

* 

HoLLAND, Philemon, i. 154. 
Hearne, Thomas, iii. 185. 
Horneck, Philip, iii. 152. 
Hay wood, Eliza, ii. 157, &c. 
Howard, Edward, i. 297. 
Healey, John, the Orator, i it. 2, 42.5, lit. 199, &c. 
Huns, iii. 90, 
Heywood, John, i. 98. 
Harpsfield, i. 153. 
Hays, iv. 560. 


J. 
Jon x, King, i. 232. 
James I. iv. 176. 
Jacob, Giles, ili. 149. 
Janſen, a gameſter, iv. 326, 


—.— 8 
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KN1GHT, Robert, iv. 361. 5 
Kuſter, i iv. 237. 5 
L. 

LiNTorT, Bernard, i. 40. li. $3 : 
Laws, William, ii. 413. : 


2 Log, King, i. lin. ule. 


£ 


M. 
More, 33 li. 50, Ke. 
Morris, Beſaleel, ii. 126. ili. 168. 
Miſt, Nathaniel, i. 208. IT 
Milbourn, Luke, ii. 349. 
Mahomet, iii, 979. 
Mears, William, ii. 125. iii. 28. 
Motteux, Peter, ii. 412. 
Monks, iii. 52. 
Mandevil, ii. 414. 2 
Morgan, ibid. 
Montalto, iv. 105. 
Mummius, an antiquary, iv. 371. 
W705 4 
Newcaſtle, Ducheſs of, i. 141. 


Nonjuror, i. 253. 
- 9. -| 
OG1LBy, John, 1. 141, 328. 
Oldmixon, John, ii. 28 3. 
Ozell, John, i. 285. | 
Oſtrogoths, iii. 93. £3 
Omar, the Caliph, iii. 3r. 
Owls, i. 271, 200. iii. 54. 
Owls, Athenian, iv. 362. 


NDR 


"Oſborne, bookſeller, ii. 167. 
Oſborue, Mother, ii. 312. 
Fo. F. 

Pry, William, i. 103. 

Philips, Ambroſe, i, 105. iii. 326. 
Paridel, iv. 341. 7 
QvARrzs, Francis, i. 140. | 
Querno, Camillo, ii. 15. 

b R. 

RaLPeH, James, 1. 216. iii. 165. 

Roome, Edward, iii. 152. 

Ripley, Tho. iii. 327. 

Ridpath, George, i. 208. ii. 149. 

Roper, Abel, ii. 149. 

Rich, iii. 261. 

- SETTLE, Elkanah, 1. 90. 146. iii. 3). 

' Smedley, Jonathan; ii. 291, Kc. O 

. Shadwell, Thomas, i. 240. . 22. 

Scholiaſts, iv. 231; — 

Silenus, iv. 492. 

Sooterkins, i. 126. 
| T. 

„ Tati, hk 405 435. © 

Theobald, or Tibbald, i. 133. 286. 
Tutchin, John, ii. 1.8. 

Toland, John, ii. 399. iii. 212, 
Tindal, Dr, ii. 399. ili. 212. iv. 49a, 
Taylor, John, the Water-poet. 


V. 


VayDALS; iii. E 


| Viſigoths, iii. 2 
W. 
Warrorx, [late Sie Robert} praiſed by: our Avthor,, 
Ul. 314. 


Withers, George, i. . 

Wynkin de Werde, i. 149. 

Ward, Edward, i. 233. iii. 34. 

Webſter, ii. 258. ö 
Whitefield, ibid. 5 | 
Warner, Thomas, ii. 125. 

Wilkins, ibid. | 

Welſted, Leonard, ii. 3 170. 

Woolſton, Thomas, iti. 212. 

Wormius, iii. 189. 

Waſſe, iv. 237. 

Walker, Hat-bearer to Bentley, iv. 206. 225 
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